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{a2 The moſt hemdneable Rhmatde 


Tragedie of Titus Andronicus : As it was plaid 


by the Right Honorable the Earle of Darbic, Earle 
of Pembrooke, and Earle of Suſſex 


theyr Seruants. 


Tp _ SE JT FT LID! ce 


Emer the Tnibunes aud Senatours aloft : «And then enter 
Saturninus and his followers at one doore, and Paſsianus and his 


followers, with Drums and T' rumpets. 
$S aturninns 


IN Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the iuſtice of my Non with armes. 
And Countrimen my louing followers, 
Plead my ſucceſsiue Title with your fv ords: 
T am his firſt borne ſonne,that was the laſt 
That ware the Imperiall Diaden 
Then let my Fathers honours live in mee, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 
| Baſs 
Romaines, friends, followers, fourers of my right, 
It euer Baſriqnis Ceſars ſonne, | 
Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 
Keepet then this paſſage to the Capitoll, 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approch, 
The Imperiall ſcate to vertue, c 1 190 
To iuſtice, continence, and Nobilitie : 
But lee deſert in. pure eleion thine, 


And Romaincs fight for freedome in your choice. 
A 2 Aarcui 


The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


Marcus Andronicus with the 

Princes that ſtriue by fations and by friendes 
Ambitiouily tor Kule and Emperie, 
Know that the people of Rome for whom we ſtand 
A ſpeciall Partie, haue by common voyce, 
In elettion for the Romaine Emperic 
Choſen eAndronicws, furnamed Pine, 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome : 
A nobler man, a brauer Warriour, 1 
Lives not this day within the Citty walls. , 
Heby the Senate isaccited home, | , 
From wearie warres againſt the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his ſonnes (a terrour to our foes) 
Hatch yoakt a Nation ſtrong, traind vpin Armes. | 
Tenne yeeres are ſpent fince firſt he vndertooke = | 
T his cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with Armes. 
Our enemies pride : Five times he hath returnd' Cz 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſonnes 
In Cofhins from the fielde, 
And now at laſt, laden with honours ſpoyles. 
| Returnes the goad eArdromews to Rome, TR 
RenownedT xx; flouriſhing mn Armes. | 
Let vs intreate by honour of hisname, 
Whom worthily you would haue now fucceede, 
And in the Capitall and Senatcs right, 
Whom you pretend to honourand adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your itrength, 
Diſiniſfe your followers, and as futers ſhould, 
Pleade your deſerts in peace and humblenes. 

| $ : 


F AIHTRENs. 
How ire he Tribune fpeakes to calme my thoughts. 
Mearcu Andronicws, fo 1 doe affie, 


Baſrtanus. 


with Aron the More,and others,au 


. of Titus Andronicus. 
Tn thy vprighrnes and integrity, | 
And fo | lbue and honour thee and thine, 
Thy noble brother T itzs and his ſonnes, 
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lawinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
That I will heere diſmiſſe my louing friends : 
And to my fortunes and the peo 7. | 
Commit my cauſc in ballance tobe waid. Exit Soulatert. 


Satermmes. 5 
Eriends that haue beene thus forward in my right. 
I chanke youall, and heere diſmiſle you all, 
And to the loue and fauour of my Country, 
Commit my ſelfe, my perſon, and the cauſe: 
Rome beas iuſt and gracious vnto me, 
AsI am confident and kindeto thee. 


Open-the gates and let me in. 
Baſciamus. T ribunes and me a poore Competitor. 
T hey goe wp into the Senate howſe. 
Enter a Captaine. 
Romaines make way, the good eAudromens, 
Patron of vertue, Romes beſ Champion: #@< 


Succesfull in the battailes that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is returnd, 
From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 
And brought to yoake the enemiesof Rome. 


Sound Drummes and T rumpers, and then enter two of Titus 


| fornes, and then two men bearing a ( offim conered with blacks then 


nwo other ſonnes, then Titus Andronicus, «nd then Tamora the 
weene of Gothes and her two ſormes, Chiron and D us, 
many 4s can beghen ſet downe | 


A 3 T ##5-. 


dhe Coffin, and Titus ſpeakgs. 


Before this cart 


The mo$t lamentable T ragedie 


_T'uws. Haile Rome, vitorious in thy mourning weeds, 


x00 25 the Barke dhat hath diſchargd bus fraught, 
Ji #5 tho kow 


Recurnes with precious |aainZ to 3205279, 


From whence at firſt ſhe wayd her anchorage; 
Commeth e Andromcrs, bound with Lawrell bowes, 


, 


To reſalute his Country with his teares, 
Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 


Thou great defender of this Capitol, 


Stand gracious to the rights that we entend. 
Romames, of fiue and twenty valiant ſonnes, 
Halfe of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poore remaines fue and dead: 
Theſe that ſuruiue, let Rome reward with loue : 
Theſe that I bring ynto their lateſt home, 

With buriall amongſt ther aunceſtors. 
Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to ſheath my ſword, 
T « vnkind, and carcleſſe of thine owne, | , 
Why ſafferſt thou thy ſonnes vnburied yer, 
To houer on the dreadfull ſhore of Stix, 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 


en the Tombe. 

There greete in cho 4p are wont, ; 
And ſlcepein peace, ſlaine in your Countries warres : I 
O ſacred Receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and Nobility, 
How many ſonnes haſt thou of minein ſtore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more. UH 

Latie. Giuevsthe proudeſt priſoner of the Gothee. 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile 
eAd manu fratrum, ſacniſice his fleſh: 
priſon of their bones, 


cells Te Abe” a "SLISEE HD Gay, OT 7; x Faxg 4 D 


That fo the ſhadowes be not ynappeaxd, 
Nor we diſturbd with prodigies on carth. 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
Tit#7. T giue himyou, the nobleſt that ſuruiuey 
The cldeſt ſonne of this diſtreſſed Queene. [| 
T amo. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious Conquerer, 
ViRoriousT za, ruc the teares / ſhed, 
A mothers teares in paſsion for her ſonne : 
And if thy ſonnes were cuer deere to thee, 
Oh thinke my ſonne to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome . 
To beautihe thy trrumphs, and returne 
Captiue tothee, and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my ſonnes be flaughtered in the ſtreetes, 
For valiant dooings in theyr Countries cauſe? 
O if to fight for King and common weale, 
Were pietie in thine, it is1n theſe : 
Andronics, ſtaine not thy tombe with blood. 
Wile thou draw necre the nature of the Gods 2 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull,. 
Sweet mercy is Nobilines true badge, 
Thrice noble T#«s ſpare my firſt borneſonne. : 
T itxs, Patient your ſelfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are theyr brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for theyr brethren ſlaine, 
RFeligiouſly they aske a ſacribce : 
To this your ſonne is markt, and diche muſt, 
T'appeaſe their groning ſhadowes that are gone. 
Lucius. Away with him, and make a fire ttraighe, 
* Andwith ourſwords vpon a pile of wood, 
” = Lets hewhis limbs till they becleane conſumde, 
; Exit T tus ſonnes with Alarbis. 
T amora. O cruell irreligious pietie. 
Chiron. Was euer Sythia halfe ſo barbarons ? 
Demet. Oppole not Sythia to ambitious Rome, 
; Alarbus goes to reſt and we ſuruiue, 
> Totremblevader Tx threatninglooke, 


Thes 
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The mo$T lamentable T rageaie 
Then Madam ſtand reſolu'd, but hope withall, 
| The ſelfe ſame Gods that armde the Queene of Troy 
With opportunitie of ſharpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May fauour Tam9ra the Queene of Gothes, 
(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene) 
To quit the bloodic wrongs vpon her focs. 
Enter the ſonnes of e Andronicus againe. 

. Lacus. Sec Lord and father how we hauc performd 
Our Romaine rights, «A/arbxalimbsarec lope, 
And intrals feede the facrififing fire, 
V'Vholeſmoke like incenſe doth perfume the skie, 
Remaineth nought but to interre our brethren, 
- Andwith low dlarums welcome them to Rome. 

T itns, Letitbeſo, and let Andromens 
Make this his lateſt farewell to theyr ſoules. 

Sound trumpets, and lay the Coffin nn the Tombe. 

In peace and honour reſt you heere my ſonnes, 
Romes readieſt Champions, repoſe you here in reſt, 
Secure from wk yichdonets and miſhaps : 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no enuie fwels, 
Here grow no damned drugges, here are no ſtormes, 
No noyſe, but lilence and eternall ſleepe, 
In peace and hotiourteſt you heere my ſonnes. 
In peace andhonour, le Lord T i»: long, 
My noble Lord and Father hue in fame: 
Loe at this Tombe my tnbutarie teares, 
I render for my brethrens oblcquies : 
And at thy fecte I kneele; with teares ofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome, 
O bleſle me heere with thy viQorious 12-3 
Whole fortunes Romes belt Citizens applaud. 

T «uw. Kind Romy, that halt dy louingly reſerude 


__ 


The 


/ 


of Titus Andronicus, 
The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lavinia line, out hue thy Fathers dayes, 
And Fames cternall date for vertues praiſe.. 

Aarcns. Long live Lord T its, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. "4 
T its. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother CIarcnr. 
AMarcrs. And welcome Nephews from ſuccesful wars. 

You that ſuruiue,and you that icepe im fame :; 

Faire Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your Countriesſeruice drew your ſwords, 

But ſafer triumph is this funerall pompe, 
That hath afpirde to Solons happines, 

And ral 1 ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titus eAndromcus, the people of Rome, 

Whole friend in 1uſtice thou haſt cuer beene, 

Send thee by mee their Tribuneand their truſt, 

Thus Palliament of white and ſpotleſle hueg# 

And name thee in cletion for the Empire, 

With theſe our late deceaſed Emperours ſonnes: 
Be{(andidatus then, and putit on, | | 

And helpe to ſet a head on headles Rome. 

Titus, A better head her glorious body fits, 

Than his that ſhakes for age and feeblenes : 

What ſhould I don this Roabe and trouble you, 
Be choſen with Proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld yp rule, refigne 
And ſet abroad new bulines for you all. 
Rome lT haue beene thy ſouldier for 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſuc 


| ully, 
XZ Andburied one and twentie valiant ſonnes 

2 Knighted in Field, ſlaine manfully in Armes, 
Z Inrightand ſeruiceof their noble Countric: 
Giue me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 

But not a ſcepter to controule -y td, 


: 
- 
: 
: 


T be moſt lamentable Tragedie 
Vpright he held it Lords, that heldit laſt. 


Marcus. Titus, thou halt obtaine & aske the Emperie. 


Satur. Proud and ambitious Tnbune canſt thou tcll. 
T itxs. Patience Prince Satrrmunxs., 
Satur. Romaines doe me right. | 

Patricians draw your {words, and ſheath them noe 

Till Satzerninus be Romes Emperour : 

 eAnaronicns, would thou were ſhipt to hell, 

Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 
| Lcins, Proude Satwrmine, interrupter of the good 
 Thatnoble minded T#z#s meanes to thee. 
Titus, Content thee prince, I will reſlore to thee 
The peoples harts, and weane them from themſclues. 
Baſrian. eAndromens, I doe not flatter thee, 

But honour thee,and will doe till I die : 

My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friend, 

1 will moſt thankfull be, and thanks to men 

Of noble mindes, is honorable meede. / 

Tus. People of Rome, and peoples Tribuncs here, 

T aske your voyces and your Caffrorck, | 

Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

T rib-nes. To gratifie the good Andromens, 

And gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tits, Tnbuncs I thanke you, and thisſute I make, 

That you.create your Emperours eldeſt ſonne, 

Lord SAUrTERe, whoſe vertues wall I hope, 

Felieft on Rowe as Tytans raics on carth, 


And ripen iuſtice in this Common weale : 

Then it you will cle by my aduiſe, 

Crowne him,and ſay, Long liue our Emperour, 
Marcns, en. With yoyces & applauſe of cuery ſort, 


y 


- 


Patricians and Plcbeans, we create 
Lord Satwrawns Romes great Emperour, 


- . of Titus Andronicus, 
And ſay; Long hne our Emperonr Saturnine. 
Saturn." T uns Andromcer, for thy fauours done, 
To vs in our ele&tion this day, 
I giue thice thankes in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deedes requite thy gentlenes : 
And for an onſet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 
Loawina will I make my Empreſle, 
Remes royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my hart, 
And inthe ſacred Pathan her eſpouſe : 
Tell me Andronicas, doth this motion pleaſe thee. 
T#=s. Tt doth my worthy Loyd, and in this match, 
T hold me highly honoured of your Grace, 
And heere in ſ1ght of Rome to Saturnine, 
King and Commander of our common weale, 
The wide worlds Emperour, doe I conſecrate, 
| My ſword, my Chariot, and my priſoners, 
* / Preſents well worthy Romes imperious Lord : 
| Receiue them then,the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honours Enſ1gnes humbled at thy fecte. | 
Satur. Thankes noble Titus, Father of my life, | 
How proude I am of thee, and of thy gifts | 
Rome ſhall record, and when I doe forget 
 Theleaſt of theſe vnſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans forget your Fatt to me. | 
Tus. Now Madam are you priſoner to an Emperour, | 
To him that for your honour and your ſtate, | 
Will vſe you nobly, and your followers. 
Satur. A goodly Lady, truſt me of the hue 
That I would chooſe, were ! to chooſe a newe : |] 
Cleere vp faire Queene that clowdy countenance, 


- | 


Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheere, 


- 


Thou comſt not to be made aſcorne in Rome, 
Princely ſhall be ty viage cucry way. 
| B 2 Reſt 


: 
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SL 2s T be moſt lamentable T ragedie 
Reſt on my word, and letnot diſcontent, 
Daunt all your hopes, Madame he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the Queene of Gothez, 
Laninia you are not diſpleaſde with this. =» 

Laxinma. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 
Warrants theſe words in princely curtehie. 

Satur. Thankes ſweet Lawima, Romans let vs goe, 
Raunſomles heere we ſet our priſoners tree, 
Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 

Baſnants, Lord Tir by your leave, this maide is mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneſt then my Lord? 
Ba/ira. I noble Titus, and reſolude withall, 
 - Todoemylelfe this reaſon and thisright, = 
Marcus, Suum caiqumis our Romane iuſtice, 
This Prince'in wiſtice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius, And that he will and ſhall, if Lecwe live. 

T it#s. Traytors auaunt, where is the Emperours gard ? 
Treaſon my Lord, Lamm is furprizde. 

$atur. Surprizde, by whom ? 

Ba/sia. By him that 1uſtly may 
Beare his betrothde from all the world away. 

eA/ntms, Brothers, helpe toconueyer hence away, 

And with my ſword Ile keepe this doore ſafe. 
T uus. Follow my Lord, and Ieſoonebring her back. 
CHMntms. My Lord you paſle not heere. 
Titus. What villaine boy, barſt me my way in Rome? 
Mute. Helpe I xeime, helpe. 

Laucizs. My Lord you are vniuſt, and more then fo, 
In wrongful ; wahþe you haue ſlaine your ſonne. 
| 1 tus. Nor thou Nor he, are any ſonnes of nune, 
My ſonnes would never fo diſhonour me, 
 Traytor reſtore Lawmmato the Emperour. 

Luci. Dead if you-will, but not to be his wile, 

That is anothers lajytull promiſt lous. = 


Enter 


of Titus Andronicus , 
Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her two. 
[onnes, and Aron the Moore, 
Emperour. No Tits, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtocke : 
Ile cruſt by leyſure, him that mocks me once, 
| Thee neuer, nor thy trayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all thus to diſhonour me. 
Was none in Rome to make a ſtale 
But Satzrnine ? Full well frdronicus ,) 
Agrce theſe deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 
That ſaid(t I begd the Empire at thy han 
T #145, O monſtrous, ins reprochfull words are theſc ? 
* Satur. But goe thy wayes, goe giuethat changing pecce, 
To him that fouriſht for her with his ſword : 
A valiant ſonnein law thou ſhalt eni | 


One fit to bandy with thy lawleſſe ſonn 
* Torufflemthe Common-wealth of Rome. 
Titus, Theſe wordsare razors to my wounded hart. 
Satur. And therfore loucly Tamora Queene of Gothes,. 
ar like the ſtately 7 hebe mongſt her Nywphs, 
oft ouerſhine the gallant'{t Dames of Rome, . 
If thou be pleaſd with this my ſodaine choile, 
Behold I chooſe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will create thee Empreſle of Rome. 
Speake Queene of Gothes do'ſt thou applaud my choile ? 
And heere 1 ſweare by all the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Prieſt and holy water are ſoneere, 
And tapers burne ſo bright, and eucry thing 
In readines for Hymeners {tand, 

I will not rcfalute the ſtreetes of Rome, 
Or clime my Pallace, till from forth this place, 
T leade efpowſd my Bride along with me. 

| Tamora. And Lia ſight of heauen to RomeI Gweare, 


en aduaunce the Queene of Gothes, 
B 3 Shee- 


[ The mof1 lamentable Tragedie 


Shee will a handwaide be to his deſires, | 
A louing Nurſe, a Mother to his youth. . 
Sat. Aſcend faire Queene : Panthean Lords accompany 


Your Noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince Sarwraine, 
Whoſe wiſdome hath her Fortune conquered, 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpoulall rites. 

E xennt omnes. 

Tits, Tamnot bid to waite vpon this Bride, 

T1: when wert thou wont to walke alone, 
Diſhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs. 

|| Enter Marcus and Tim ſonnes . 
Iercrs. O Titus ſee: O ſee what thou haſt done 
In a bad quarrel! flaine a vertuous ſonne. 

Titus. No fooliſh Tribune, no : No ſonne of mine, 
Nor thou,nor theſe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath diſhonoured allour Family, 
| Vuworthy brother, and ynworthy ſonnes. 

Lncins. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes, 
Give 144cins butiall with our bretheren, 

T itus. Traytors away, he reſts notin this tombe : 
This monument five hundreth yeares hach ltood, 
Which I haue ſumptuouſly reedified - 
Heere none but Souldicrs and Romes Rekltary 
Repoſe in fame : None baſcly ſlaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can he comes notheere, 

eAfarcas. My Lord thisis] mpiety in you, 
My Nephew /fzmzs deeds doo plead for him, 
He mult be buried with his brethren. 

T itus two ſonnes ſpeake Of 

And ſhall, or him we will accompany. _ 

T ins. And ſhall. What villaine was it ſpake that word ? 

| T tus ſonne ſpeabes. 

Hethat would youchit It in any place but hecre. 


T &Hh, 


f, of Titus Andronicus. 
T its. What would you bury himin 


deſpight? 
AMarcnas. No noble Tires, but intreate of thee. 


To pardon 1/atins, and to bury him. 
T uns. Marcus: Enen thou haſt ſtroke vpon my crelt. 
And with theſe boyes mine honour thou bell wunlied, 
My foes I doe repute you cuery one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
- 3+ Sonne. Heis not with himfelfe, let vs withdravy, 
2. Sonne. Not I till IMntzes bones be buried. 
T he brother and the ſonnes kneele. . 
Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature pleade. 
2. Sonne. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeake. 
T i159. Speake thou no/more, if all the reſt will ſpcede. 
Marcus. 'Renowmed T irzs, more then halfe my ſoule. 
Lucius. Deare Father, ſoule and ſubſtance of vs all. 
Marcws. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre, 
His noble Nephew heere in vertuesnelt, 
T hat died in honour and Laxinias cauſe. 
Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous : 
The Greekes vpon aduile did bury ear 
That flew himſfelfe : and wiſe Laertes ſonne, 
Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals : 
Letnotyoung Mates then that was thy ioy, 
Be bard his entrance heere. 
T itus. Rife Marcas, riſe, 
The di{malſt day is this that ere I ſaw, 
To be diſhonoured by my ſonnesin Rome : 
Well bury him, and bury me the next. 
| T hey put him im the tombe. 
Lucius. Therelie thy bones ſweet Murine with thy friends, - 
Till we with Trophees doo adornethy tombe: 
T hey all kneele and [ay, 
No man ſhed teares for noble Marins, 
He lucsin fame, that dide in yertues caulc. 


Exit 


| The mo$t lamentable Tragedie 
__ Exutall but Maran and Tum. 

Aarcris, My Lord to ſtep out of theſe dririe dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtile Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a ſodaine thus aduaunc'd in Rome. 

Tits, Iknow not Marc, but I knory it is. . 
(Whether by deuiſe or no, the heauens can tell.) 
Is ſhe not then beholding tothe man, 
That brought her for this high good turne ſo farre. 


Enter the © mperony,Tamora and her two ſonnes,with the Moore 
at oze doore. Enter at the other doore Baſcian and 
' Laumia, with others, 


Saturmne. So Baſcianus, you have plaid your prize, 
God giue you ioy (ir of your gallant Bride. 
Baſcom, And you of yours my Lord, 1 ſay no more, 
Nor with no leſle, and ſo I take my leaue. 
Saturnine. Traytor, if Rome haue law, or we hauc power, 
Thou and thy fa&tion ſhall repent this Rape. 
| Baſcianes. Rapecall you it my Lord to ceaze my owne, 
My true betrothed loue, and now my wife : 4 
But let the lawes of Rome determine all, 
Meane while am I poſleſt of that is mine. 
Saturnne, Tis good (ir, you are very ſhort with vs. 
Butif we live, wecle be as | wants with you. 
Baſcianus. My Lord what I haue done as beſt I may. 
Anſwere I mult, and ſhall doo with my life, 
Onely thus much I giue your Grace to know, 
By all the duties that l owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord T x heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the reſcue of Lawwmia, - 
With his owne hand did ſlay his youngeſt ſonne, 
In zeale to you, and highly moou'dto wrath, 
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of Titus Andronicus, - 
-T 0 be contrould in that hefrankelie gaue, . . 
Receaue him then to faucur Saturmnre, | 
That hath expreſt himſelfe in all his deedes 
A Father anda friend to thee and Kome. 
Tis. Prince Ba/51arns leaue to plead my deedes, 
T's thou, and thoſe, that haue diſhonoured me, 
Kome and the righteous heauens be my 1udge, 
How 1 hauelou'd and honoured Satrrnine. 
Tamora, My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora, 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then rom me ſpeake indiffcrently for all : 
And at my ute ({weete) pardon what is paſt. 

Satur. What Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 

And baſely put it vp without reuenge. 
Tamora. Not ſo my Lord,the Gods of Rome forked 

I ſhould be Author co diſhonour you. 

! Buton mine honourdarel vndertake, 

} Forgood Lord Titus innocence in all : 

' Whole turic not diſſembled ſpeakes his greefes : 
Then at my ſutc looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre lookes affhQhis gentle hart. 
My Lord, be rulde by me, be wonne atlaſt, 
Diſlemble all your greefes and diſcontents, 
You ate but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt chen the people, and Patricians too, 
Vpon a uſt ſuruay take Tieus part, 

And ſofupplant you for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to bea hainous finne. 

Yeelde at intreates : and then let me alone, 

Ile fin1e a day to maſſacre them all, 

And race their fation and their familie, 

Thecruell Father, and his trayterous ſonnes, 
To whom 1ued formy decre _ life. 


| And 


T be moſt lamentable Tragedie 
| And make them know what tis to let a Queene, yl 
Kneelein the ſtrects,and begge for gracein vaine. 
Come, come ſweet Emperour, (cone e Andronicns,) 
Take vpthys good old man,and cheere the hart, 
That dies in tempelt of thy angry frowne. 
Sarrr, Riſe Titus nſec, wy "hy hath preuaild. 
' T#xs. Ithanke your maieſtie,and her my Lord. . 
Theſe. wordes,thele lookes,infuſe new life in me. 
Tamora. Titus I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Romannow adopted happily, 
And muſt aduiſe the Emperour for his good, 
\Thys day all quarrels die e Hnaromeorns, 
Andlet it be mine honour good my Lord, 
T hat I hau- reconciled your friends and you. 
For you prince Ba/1an: I have palt 
My my and promiſe to the Emperour, 
T hat you will be more milde and traRable. 
And teare not Lords, and you I :x:14, 
By my aduiſe all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aske pardon of his Maieſtie. | 
We doe, and vowe to heaucn, and to his highnes, ] 
| That what we aid, was mildly ag we might, ; 
Tendring our ſiſters honour and our owne. 
CAlarcus. That on mine honour heere I doe proteſt. 
Sater. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. F 
Tamora, Nay, nay ſweet Emperor,we mull all be friends, | 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, | 
41 will not be denied, ſweet hart looke back. 
Satrr, Marcus, for thy ſake,and thy brothers heere, 
And at my louehe Tamoras intreats, 
T doc remit theſe young mens hainous faults, 
Stand vp: Lama, though you leftme hke a churle, 
I foand a friend, and ſure as death I ſwore, 


I would uot parta Batchuler trom the pricſt, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
'Come, if the E court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my guelt Lewin, and your friendes : 
Thys day ſhall be a loue-(day Tamora. - 

Tixs. To morrow and it pleaſe your maieſtie, 
To hunt the Panther and the ws with me, 
W:th horne and hound, weele giue your grace bon iour. 

Saturn. Be itlo Titus, and gramercieto,  Excant. 

ſound jr manet « Al ore, 

eAron. Now clhmeth 'Tamora Olympus (OPPC, 
Safe out of Fortunes ſhot, and ſits aloft, 
Secure of thunders cracke or lightning flaſh, 
Aduaunc'd aboue pale enuies Wa, 5 reach, 
As when the golden ſunne ſalutes the morne, 
And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higheſt piering hulls. 

So T amora. 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vertueſtoops and trembles at her frowne: 
Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtns, | 
And mount her pitch, whom thou jn truumph long 
Haſt priſoner held, fettred in amourous chaines, 
And faſter bound to e-frons charming eyes, 
Then is Prometheus tyde to Caucaſus. 
Away with ſlauiſh weedes and ſeruile thoughts, 
I will be bright, and ſhine in pearle and gold, 
To waite vpon this new made Empereſle. 
To waiteſaid I ? to wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddefle, this Semerimis, this Nymph, 
Thys Syren, that will charme Romes Satwrnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwracke, and his Common-weales. 
Hollo, what ſtorme is this ? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius braumse, 
Cz Deme- 
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The moſt lamentable T ragedie 


Deme, Chiron thy yeeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac'd, 
And may for ought thou knoweſt aieed be. 

Chiton. Demetrius, thou dooſt oucrweene in all, 
And ſo in this, to beare me downe with braues, 

Tis not the differcnce of a yeere or two |, 
Makes meleſle gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able and as fit as thou, 

Toſerue, and to deferue my Miſtris grace, 

And that my ſword INT it ſhall approue, 

And plcade my paſvions for Lawimias loue. 

e 1 oove, Clubs.clubs,theſe louers will not keepe the peace. 

Deme. Why boy,although our mother (vnaduizd) 

Gaue you a daunſing rapier by your ſide, 
Are you ſo deſperate growne to threat your friends: 
Goe too : haue your lath gJued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron. Meane while fir, with the little skill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceiue how much / dare. 

Deme. / boy, grow yeeſobraue? they draw. 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 

So neere the Emperours pallace dare you draw, 

And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well 7 wote the ground of all this grudge, 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The cauſe were knowne to them it moſt concernes, 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 

Beſo diſhonoured in the Court of Rome. 

For ſhame put vp. 
Deme. Not I, till I have ſheathd 

My rapier in j1is bofome, and withall 

Thruſt choſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throate, 

That he hath breathd in my diſhonour heere. ks. | | 
Chiron. For that I am prepard, and twll rcſolude, Fouts | 

0 


of Titus Andronicus. 
Foule ſpoken Coward, that thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darſt performe. 
Moore. Away Ifay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
T his petty brabble will vndoo vs all : 
Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to et vpon a Princes right ? 
What is Zaxina then become ſo looſe, 
Or Baſcianus fo d enerate, 
That for her loueſuch quarrels may be brocht, 
Without controlement, wſtice, or reuenge. 
Young Lords beware, and ſhould the Empreſle know, 
This difcords ground, the muſicke would not pleaſe. 
Chiron. I care not I, knew ſhe and all the world, 
I louc Lawima more then all the world. . (choiſe, 
Demetrius. Youngling learne thou to make ſome meanex 
Laminia isthine elder brothers hope. 
Moore. Why are ye mad? or know yee not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke competitors in loue? - 
I tell you Lords, you doo but plot your deaths, 
By this deuiſe. 
Chiron. «Avon, A thouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchiue her whom Lloue. Y 
Aron. To atchiue her how e. 
Demetrius. Why makes thou it ſo ſtrange 2 
| Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee 15a woman, therefore may be wone, 
Shee is Lawima, therefore muſt be lou'd. 
What man, more water glideth by the mill 
Than wotrs the Miller of, and eafie it is, 
Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhiue we know 2 
Though Ba/cianns be the Emperours brother, 
Better than he haue worng Vwlcens badge. 
C3 Moove. 


The mo$t lamentable Tragedie 

Core. 1,andas good as Satwrminus may. 

Demet. Then why ſhould heedifpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,& liberality. (court it 
What haſt not thou full often ſtrooke a Doe, | 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers noſe ? 

Core. Why then u ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch, or ſo 
Would {crue your turnes, | 

Chiron. Ilo the turne were ſerucd. 

Demet. eAronthou haſt hit ie, 

Moore, Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhouldnot we be tirde with this adoo. 
Why harke yee, harke yee, and are you ſuch fookes, 
To ſquare for this : would it offend you then 
That both ſhould ſpeede. 

Chiron, Faith not me. 

Demet. Nor me, (ſo I were one. 

Aron, For ſhame be friends, and ioyne for that you jar, 
- Tis pollicic and (tratageme mult doe 
That you affeR, and ſo mult you reſolue, 
That what you cannot as. you would atchme, 
You muſtperforce accompliſh as you may : 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſlt 
Than this Lawma, Ba/ciames loue. 
A ſpecdier courſe this lingring languiſhmene 
Muſt wepurſue, and I haue found the path :: 
My Lords, a folemne hunting is m hand, 
There will the louely Romaine Ladies troope : 
The torreſt walkes are wide and (pacious, 
And many vnfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villanic : 
Single you thither then this daintic Doe, 
And ſtnke her home by force, if not by words, 
 Thys way ornot at all, {kand you in hope, 
Come, come, our Empreſle with her facred wit 
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of Titus Andronicus. 


To villanie and vengeance conlecrate, 
V Vill we acquaint with al that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with aduiſe, - 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelues, 
But co your wiſhes hight aduance you both. 
The Emperours courtis like the houſe of fame, 
The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, and carcs : 
The woods are ruthles, dreadfull, deafe, and dull : 
There ſpeake, and ſtrike braue boyes, and take your turnes, 
There " na your luſt, ſhadowed from heauens eye, 
And reuell in Lawwmias treaſurie. | 
Chiron. Thy counſcll lad ſmells of no cowardize. 
Demetrius. Sit fas ant nefas, till I finde the ftreame, 
To coole this heate, a charme to calme theſe fits, 
Per Stigia, per man?3 Vehor. Exemnnt. 


: 
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Enter Titus Andronicus and his three /onnes, 
mating a noyſe with hownds & hornes, 

Tits, The hunt is vp, the Moone is bright and gray, 
The fieldes are fragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, _- 

And wake the Empcrour, and his louely Bride, 

And rowzethe Prince, and ring a Hunters pale, 

That all the court may eccho with the noyſe. 

Sennes, let it be your charge, asit 1s ours, 

To attend the Emperours perſon carefully : 

I haue beene troubled in my ſleepe this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde, 
Heere a cry of Hounats, and winde hornes ma peale, thes 
enter Saturninus , Tamora, Baſtianus, Lauina, Chirox;. 
Demetrins, and therr Attendants. 

Titus. Many good morrowes to your malcſlic, 


Madame to vou as man oa as 2ood. 


I pronuſed your Grace a Hunters peale,, 


| 
| 


Satan. 
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The moSt lamentable Tragedic 
Saternine. And you have rung it luſhly my Lords, 
Somewhat too carly for new marricd Ladies. 
Baſcranns. I anma, how ſay you ? (more. 
Lam, Ifay no : I haue beene broad awake two houres and 
Saturrine, Come on then, horſe and Chariots let vs have, 
And to our ſport : Madam, now {hall ye ſce, 
Our Romaine hunting, . | 
AAAYCHS. I hauc do Ys my Lord, 
Wil: rouze the wiki Panther in the chaſc, 
And clime the higheſt promontary top. 
T #5. And I haue horſe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runnes like ſwallowes ore the plaine. 
Demetrius. Chiron we hunt not we, with horſe nor hound 
But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. Exe. 
Enter Arsn alone. 
More. He that had wit, would think chat I had none, 
To bury ſo much gold vader a tree, 
Andneuer after to inherite it. 
Let him that thinks of meſo abietly, 
Know that this gold muſt coine a ſtratageme, 
Which cunningly effeAted will beget, 
A very excellent peece of villany : 
And fo repoſe ſweet gold for their ynreſt, 
. That haue their almes out of the Empreſle Cheſt. 
Emer Tamora alone to the Moore. 
Tamora. My lonely efron, wherefore look'ſt thouſad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaſt ! 
The birds chaunt melody on euery buſh, 
'The Snakes bes rolled in the chearefull ſunne, 
Thegreeneleaues quiuer with the cooling wind, 
And make a checkerd ſhadow on the ground : 
Vnder their ſweet ſhade, Aron let vs ſit, 
And whilſt the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds, 


Replying ſhrilly to the well tun'd hornes, 


- of Titus. Andronicus, 
As if a double _ were _—_ at ni a 
Let vs {it downe and marke 0 
And after conth& ſuch as wy 5 0-19 __ 
The wandcing Prince and Dzao once cnioyed, 
When with a 4 y [torme they were ſurprilde, 
And curtaind with a "| countiialirapiat Cauc, 
We may each wreathedyn the others ares, 
(Our paſtimes done) polleſlea golden ſlumber, 
Whuilcs houndes and hornes,and ſiycet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a Nurcesſong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babea ſleepe. 
Aron. Madame, though Vems gouerne your delires, 
Satwerne 1s dominator ouer mine: | 
V Vhat ſignifies my deadly ſtandingeve, 
My ti lence, and my clowdy : nile 
My fleece of woollie hayre that now vncurles, 
Fuen as an Adder when ſhe doth varowle 
To doe ſome fatall execution. 
No madam. theſe are no veneriall {i ;gnes; 
Vengeance is in my hart, death in my hand, 
Blood and reuengeare hammering in my head. 
Harke Tamora the Empreſle of my foule, Y 
Which neuer hopes more heauen than reſts in thee, 
This is the day of doome for Ba/iannc, 
His Philomel muſt looſe her tongue today, 
Thy ſonnes make pillage of her chaſtitie, 
And waſh theyr hands m Baſriame: blood. 
Sceſt thou thisle letter 2 take it vp I pray y thee, 
And giue the King this fatall plotted ſcrowle. 
Now c queſtion me no more, we are eff pied, 
Heere comes a parcell of our hopetull | bootie, 
_ dreads not yet their lives ow traction. 
Emer Baſcianus a»d Lavinia. 
Finn Ah my ſweet AAR: 192 fo me then life, 


AMoore. 
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The moſt hte raged 
Moore. No more great COIDEs. 
Be crofle with him, and lie goe fetch thy ſonnes 


To backethy quarrels what ſo be. 
i have we here? RemeoropallEmpeeſl, 


Vnfurniſht mar #1; probe 
Or is it Dras habited like her, 
= 


Who hath abandoned her holy 
| Toſeethe generall huntingin this Forreſt 
Tamora. Sawcie controuler of my priuate ſteps, 
Had I the power that ſorne ſay Lian had, 
Thy nes ſhould be plantedpreſently, _ 
With hornes as was eteons, and the hounds, 
Should drive vpon thy new transformed limbes, 
Vamanner| ware as thou art, For 
Lamma. VN nder your ce gentle Empreſle, 
raw arr car; Faroe 
And to be doubted that your CWoore and y ou, 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments : 
Tour ſheeld your husband from his houndes to day, 
Tis pirty they ſhould take him for a Stag. 
Pa/amms, Belecuc me Queene your Herb Cymerion, | 
Doth makeyour honour of his bodies hue, 
Spotted, deteſted, and abhominable. 
V / Vhy are you ſequeſtred from all your traine, 
Diſmounted from your ſnow white goody fleede, 
And wandred lake to an obſcure Je 
Accompanied but with a a mons Core, 
- If foule defire had not conduRted you ? 
Lavinie. And beeing intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble Lord be rated 
For ſaufines, I pray youlet vs hence, 
Andlet herioy her Raven culloured loue, 
Tus vallev fits the purpoſe paſsing well. 
my The king my brother ſhall hauc notice of ehis. 
L Animas 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
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Lazine. 1, forthele ſlips baue made him noted long, 
Good King to be ſo mightilie abuſed. _ 
Pueene. V Vhy Fhauc patience to indure all this, 
Emer Chiron and Demetrus, 
Dem. How now decre {oueraigne & our gracious mother, 
V Vhy doth your Highnes looke ſo pale and wan ? 
weene, Haue [not reaſon thinke you tolooke pale, 
Theſe two haue ticed me hether to this place, 


A barren, deteſted vale you ſce it is, 
The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 


 Orecome with moſle and balcfull Myſlelto. 


Here ncuer ſhines the ſunne, heere nothing breedes, 
Vnleſle thenightly Owle or fatall Rauen: 
And when they ſhowd me this abhorred pit, 
They told ar Fas at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand feends, a thouſand hiſvng ſnakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling toades,as many vrehins, 
Would make ſuch fearctull and confuſed cries, 
As any mortall body hearing it 
Should ſtraite fall mad, or elſe die ſuddainely, 
No ſooner had they tolde this helliſh tale, 
Bue (trait they told me they would binde me here, 
Vneo the body of a difmall Ewgh, 
And leaue me to this miſerable death. 
And then they calde me foule adultereſle, 
Lauicious Goth, and all the bittereſt tearmes, 
That cuer care did heare to ſuch effect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Reunengeit as you loue your Mothers lite, 
Or be ye not henceforth cald my children. 
Demet. This is a witnes that I am thy fonne. fab hin. 
Chiron. And this for me ſtruck home to ſhew my ſtrength. 


L avinia. I come Semeramis, nay Barberous I amora, 
D 2 For 


 Odoe not learne her wrath, 


T he moſt lamentable T ragecie 

For no name fits thy nature but chy owne. | 
Tamera. Grac me the poynard, you thall know my boics, 

Your mothers hand thall right your mothers wrong. 

' Demet. Stay Madam, heere 1s more belongs to her, 

Firſt thraſh the corne, then after burne the ſtraw : 

Tlus minion ſtood vpon her chaſtitic, 

Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyaltie, | 

And with that painted hope, braues your mightines, 

And [hall the carry this vnto her graue. 

Chiron. Andif the doe, I would I were an Eucnuke, 

Drag hence her husbandteſome ſecrete hole, 

And make his dead trunke pillow to ourluſt. 

T amora. Put when ye haue the honny we delire, 

Let not this waſpeout-liue vs both to ſting, 

Chiron. I warrant you madamn, we will make that ſure : 

Come miſtris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preferued honeſtic of yours. | 

Laninia. Oh T amsra, thou beareſt a womans face. 
T amora. 1 will not heare her fpeake, away with her. 
Laumia. Sweet Lords intreate her heare me but aword. 
Demet. Liſten faire Madam, letit be your glory 

'To cc her teares, but be your hart to them 

As vnrelenting Flint to drops of raine. | 
Laumia. When did the T; ers young ones teach the dans 

doe fe taught it thee, 

The milke thouſuckſt from her did turne to Matble, 

Euen at thy tcat thou hadft thy tyranny, 

Yet cuery mother breedes not ſonnes alike, 

Doe thou intreate her ſhew a woman pitty. (baſtard? 
Chiron, What would(t thou haue me prooue my ſelfe a 
Lawinia. Tis trae the Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet have I heard, Oh could I findeit now, 

The Lion moned with pittie did indure 

To hauc tus princely pawcs parde all away : 


Some 


Fn 


{2 
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 Someſfaythat Rauens foſter forlorne children, 


The whilſt their owne birds famiſh in theirneſts: 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind but ſomthing pattifull. 
Tamora. I know not what it meanes, away with her. 
Lauinia. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, 
That gaue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe yeares. 
| T amora. Hadit thou in perſon nere offended me, 
Euen for his ſake am pittilefle. | | 
Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine, 
Toſauc your brother fromthe ſacrifice, © 
But fherce efndronicnes would not relent, 
Therefore away with her, and vſc her as you will, 


The worle to her the betrer lou'd of me. 


Lauinia, Oh Tamora, be call'd a gentle Queene, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For tis not life that I haue begd ſo long, 
Poore I was fſaine when Baſcianze ide. 
T amora. What beg(t thou then fond woman let me goe? 


L aninia. Tis preſent death I beg, and one thing more, 


\ That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 


Oh keepe me from their worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome lothſome pit, 
Where neuer mans cye may behold my body, 
Doe this and be a charitable murderer. 
 T amera. Soſhould Lrob my ſweet ſonnes of their fee, 
No let them fatisfie their luſt on thee. 
Demetrius. Away for thou haſt ſtaide vs heere too long, 
Lawinia. No grace,no wowanhood,ah beaſtly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our generall name, 


Confuſion fall. (husband, 
\, Chiron. Nay thenile Noppe your mouth, bring thou her 

This is the hole where Ayo» bid vs hide him, 
D 3 T amore. 
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| Tomora. Farewell myſonnes, ſee that you make her furs, 
 Nereletmy hart know merry checre indeede, 


Till allthe Adromicie be made away: | 
Now will L hence to ſeeke my louely Core, 
And ct my (plecnfull ſonnes this Trull defloure, 
Enter «Aron, with two of T itws /onnes. 
Come on my Lords, the better {Bote before, 
Straight will I bring you to the lothlome pit, 
| Where l efpicd the Panther faſt aſleepe. 
Dwintus, My fight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Mart. And mine I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
Well could I leaue our Bog to {leepe a while. 
Din, What art thou fallen, what ſubrill hole is this, 
Whoſe mouth is coucred with rude growing briers, 
Vpon whole leaues are drops of new ſhed blood, 
As freſh as morning deweaiſtild on flowers, 
A very fatall place it ſeemes to mee, | 
Speake brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall 2 
eU artizs. Oh brother, with the diſmalſt obie&t hurt, 
That cuzrcie with ſight made hart lament. 
eAron. Now will ! fetch, the King to finde them heere, 
That he thereby may haue a likely geſle, 
How theſe were they that made away his brother. Ex. 
Martins, Why doolt not comfort me,and helpe me out 
From this vnhollow, and blood ſtained hole. 
Dnintus, Tam ſurpriſed with an vncouth feare, 
A chilling ſweat oreruns my trembling ioynts, 
My hart ſuſpeAs more then minc eye can ſee. 
Mart. To prouc thou haſt a true drwuining hart, 
en and thou looke downe into this den, 
And ſee a fearcfull ſight of blood and death. 
' Dumas. eAronis gone,and my compaliionate hart, 
VVill not permit mine eyes once to behold, 
The thing whereat it trembles by ſurmilſe; 


Oh 
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Oh tell me who it is, for nere tell now, 
Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Baſrianus lies embrewed heere, 
All on a heape like to a ſlaughtred Lambe, 
In this deteſted darke blood drinking pit. 

Dmnintxs, If it be darke how doolt thou know tis hee. 
Martins. Vpon his blodfly finger he doth weare 
A precious ring,that lightens all this hole : 

VV hich like a taper in ſome monument, 

Doth ſhine vpon the dead mans earthy cheekes, 
And Poway 1 ragged intrailes of this pit: 

So pale did ſhine the Moone on Piramus, 
V Vhen he by night lay bath'd in Maiden blood, 
O brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, 

If feare hath made thee faint, as mce it hath. 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle, 

As hatefull as Oczzas miſhe mouth, 

2 yin. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out, 
Or wanting ſtrength to doe thee ſo much good, 
I may be pluclt into the ſwallowing mi 
Of chis deepe pit, poore Pa/cwame grave : 

I haue no reveed placke thee = brinck, 

IHaortins, NorTno ſtrength to clime without thy belpe. 

wn. Thy hand once more, I will not looſe againe, 
Till thou art heere a loft, or I below : 
Thou canſt not come to ue, I come td thee. 


Enter the Emperour, and eAron the Moore. 
Satur. Along with me, Ile {ce whathole is heere, 
And what he is that now 1s leapt into it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didit deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth, 
CAMrrtins, The vnhappie ſonne of old sAxaronmoe. 


Brought hither in a molt valackic houre, 6 
| e 
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| 
To finde thy brother Baſciamrs dead. | | TS: 
Szturmws. My brother dead,l know thou doſt but ielt, 
| Heand his Lady both arcat the Lodge, COON 
| Vponthe north ſide of this pleaſant chaſe, 
T1s not an houre {inceT left them there. 
AM art. We know not where youleft them all alive, 
But outalas, heere hauewe ford him dead. 
Enter T amora, eAndronicus, and [ ncins. 
T amor:1. Where is my Lord the King 4 
Kmg. Heere T amora, though green'd with killing oriefe, 
T mora. Where is thy brother Paſe ? | 
King. Now to the bottome doſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poore Ba/ciams heere lies murthered. ' 
Tamora. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ. 
The complot of this timeleſle Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleaſing ſaules ſuch murderonstyrannie. 
She gineth Saturnine a Letter. 


1 Saturnins reades the Letter. 
e And if we miſſe to meete him hand(c ml, 
Sweet hunt/Han Balcianus tt» we meane, 
Doc thou ſo much as aig the grane for him, 

T hon know'ft our meanmg, looke for thy reward, 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree, | 
Which ouer-ſhades the month of that ſame pit, 
Wh ere we decreed to bury Baſcianus, 
Doe thus and purchaſe vs thy laiting friends. 


King. Oh T amora was euer heard thelike, 
This is the pit, and this the Elder tree, | 
Looke firs if you can finde the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthered Baſciams heere. 


Aron. My gracious Lord heete is the bag of gold. 


King. 


_ of Titus Andronicus. 
Kinr. Two of thy whelpes, fell curs of bloody kinde, 
Haue here bereft my brother of hislife : | 
Sirsdrag them from the pit vato the priſon, 
There let them bide vntill we haue deuiſd 
Soine neuer heard of tortering paine for them. 

Tamora, What are they in thus pit, oh wondrous thing! 
Hou eaſily murder is diſcouered. 

Titus, High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
I beg this boone, with teares not hghtly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurſed ſonnes, 
Accurlſed, if the faultes be prou'd in them. TN 

King. If it be prou'de, you ſee it is apparant, 

V Vho found this letter, Tamora was it you 2 
T amora. eAndronicus himfelfe did take it VP. 
Titus. 1 did my Lord, yetlet me be __ baile, 
For by my Fathers reuerent tombe I vo 
They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 
To aunſivere theyr ſuſpition with theyr lines. 

King. Thou ſhalt not baile them, ſee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body, ſomethe murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeake a word, the guilt is plaine, 
For by-my ſoule, were there worle end then degth; 
That end vpon them ſhould be executed. 

Tamvra. Andronicus | will intreat the King, 
Feare not thy ſonnes, they ſhall doe well enough, 

T «tus. Come Lucr# come, ſtay not to talke with them. 
Enter the Empreſſe [onnes, with L aninia , her handes Cut 
off, (+ her tongue cut ont, and ramſhr. 

Demet. So now goetell and if thy tongue can ſpeake, 

Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauiſht thee. 

Chiron. Write downe thy minde,bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andifthy ſtumpes will let thee play theſſcnike. 

Demet. See how with ſ12nes & tokens ſhe can ſcrowle. 


| Chiron. Gochome,call for ſweet water,waſh thy hands. . 


\ 
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Speake gentle Neece, what (terne vngentle hands, 
| Hath lopt, and hewde, and made Inbed bare, 


ThatI mio 


Faire Philomela, why lhe but loſt her tongue, 
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' Deme. Shee hath no tongueto call, nor to waſh, 
And ſolets leauc her toher walkes. | 
Chiron. And twere my cauſe, ] ſhould g; 


Demet. Ii thou had(t hands to help thee knit the cord. 
Emer CT | 
'Y 


Who is this, my Neece that flies away ſo 
Coſen a word, where is your husband: 
It I doedreame would all my wealth would wake me. 
Tf I doe wake, ſowe Planet (trike me downe, 

That I may ſlumber in eternall ſleepe. 


Other two branches thoſe ſweet opnaments 
Whoſe circling (] iadowes, Kings hauc ſought to ſleepein, 
And might not gaine ſo great a 26." Ie 
As halfe thy loue : wy doolt not ſpeake tome? 
Alas, a crimſon riuer of warme blood, 
Liketo a bubling Fountaine ſtird with winde, 
Doth riſe and fall betweene thy Roſed lips, 


Comming and going with thy honnie breath. 
But ſure ſome Terexs hath defloured thee, 


| And leaſt thou ſhouldſt dete chem, cut thy tongue. 


Ah now thoh turnſt away thy face for ſhame, 
And notwithſtanding all this loſle of blood, 


_ Asfroma Conduit with theyr iſſuing ſpouts, 


Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as T tans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a clowde. 
Shall I ſpeake for thee, ſhall I ſay tis ſo. * 
Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaſt, 
oht raile at him to eaſe my minde. 
Sorrov concealed, like an Ouen ſtopt, 
Doth burne the hart co cinders where it is. 


: 
o 
: 
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And in atedious ſampler ſlowed her nunde. 
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Butlonely Neece, that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Terews, Coſen haſt thou mer, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better ſowed then * hilomel. 

Oh had the monſter ſcene thoſe Lilly hands, 
Tremble like Aſpen leaues a Lute, | 
And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſſe them, 

. He would not then haue touchethem for his hfe. 
Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 

Which that ſeete tongue hath _ : 

He would haue dropt his knife and ell a ſleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy Father blind, 
—orfucha fight will blind a Fathers eye. 
Jne houres {torme wil drowne the fi meadex, 
Whae will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 
Doe not draw backe, for we will mourne with thee, 


Oh could our mourning caſe thy nuſery. Een. 


Enter the Indges and Senatoxrs with Titus two ſonnes bound, 

paſſing on the Stage to the place of execution, and T uus going te= 

fore pleaaging. | 
Titus. Heare me eraue Fathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 

For pitty of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 

' In dangerous warres, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed, 

For all the froſty nights that I haue watche, 

And for theſe bitter teares which now you ſce, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 

Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whoſe ſoules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty Sonnes I neuer wept, 

\ Becauſe they died in honours lotty bed, 


eAudronicus beth downe, and the Indger paſſe by him. © 
E 2. Fer | 


|  - Oath, Iwillbefriend thee more with raine 


a” -- 
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- For or nn in the ul I mite Y 

My harts deepe languor, and my ſoules [ad tcares : 

| 7 my Tak A. the nkhis appetite, 
My ſonnes ſweet blood will make it Nine and bluſh : 


That ſhall diſtill from theſe two antient ruines, 
Than youthfull Aprill ſhall with all his howres. 
In Sommers drought, lledrop vpon thee (ill, 
In Winter with warme teares Ile melt the ſnow, 
. And keepe etemallfpring time on thy face, 
_ Sothourefule to danke my deere ſonnes blood. 
Emer Lucius, with bus weapon drawne. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged mn. 
Vnbinde my ſonnes, reuer{e the doome of death, 
And let me ſay, (that neuer wept before) 
My teares are now prevailing Oratours. 
Lucius, Oh noble Father, you lament in vaine, 
The Tribunes heare you not, no man is by, 
Andyou recount your ſorrowes to a ſtone. 
T #us. - Ah Laciss, for thy brothers let me plcad, 
_  Graue Tribwes, once more intreate of you. 
Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you ſpeak. 
Titus, Why tisno matter man, if they did heare 
They wouldnotmarke me, or if they did marke, 
| They would not pitty me, yet pleade I mult, 
And bootleſle vntot 

Therefore | tell my forrowes to the ſtones, 
_ Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtreſſe, 

| Yetin ſome ſort they are better then the Trybunes, 
For that they will notintercept my tale : 
When Idoe weepe, they humblic at my feete 
Receiue my teares, and ſceme to weepe with me, 
| And were they but attired in graue weedes, 


_ Rome couldafford no Tribunc like to theſe: 
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A ſtone is ſoft as waxe, Tribwnes more hard than ſtones : 


A ſtone is ſent, and oftendethnot, 


And Tribes with their tongues doome men to death. 
But whercfore ſtand'{t thou with thy weapon drawne ? 
Lucius, To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 


For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounſt, 
My cuerlaſting doome of baniſhmene. 
T is. O happy man, they haue befriended thee : 
Why fooliſh Lxcw, doſt thou not perceaue 
That Rome is but a vvildernes of Tygers ? 
Tygers mult pray, and Rome affords no pray 
But me and mine, how happy art thou then, 
From theſe deuourers to be baniſhed. 
But who comes with our brother Marci heere 2 
Enter e Marcus with 1 auinia. 
Marcus, T us, prepare thy aged eyes to weepe, 
Or if not ſo, thy noble hart to breake : | 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
T it:zs, Will it conſume me? Let me ſee it then. 
CAlarcus, This was thy Daughter. 
Titus, Why IMarcnslo ſhes. 
Lacies. Aye me, this Obie kils me. 
T uns. Faint-harted-boy, ariſe and looke vpon her, 
Speake Lama, what accurſed hand, | 
Hath made thee handleſle in thy Fathers ſight? 
What foole hath added water to the Sea? 
Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy ? 
My oriefc was at the height before thou camſt, 
And now like Nyl»sit di{daineth bounds. 
Giue me a ſword, ile chop oft my hands too, 
For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine: 
And they haue nurſt this woe, in feeding life : 
In bootleſle prayer haue they beene held vp, 
And they haue ſeru'd me to NG vic. 
bf 


Now 
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Now all the ſcruice I require of them, 
Is thatthe one will helpe to cut the other. 


"Tis well Laniziz that thou haſt no handes, 


[*,'x; 4OE handes to doe Rome ſcruice, is but vaine. 


Expetting cuer when ſome cnuious ſurge, 


Lacs. Speake gentle ſ1ſter, who hath martred thee. 
 e arcs, Oh that deliohetull engine of her thoughts, 
T hat blabd chem with ſuch pleaſing eloquence. 
Ts rornefrom forth that prettic hollow cage, 
Where like a ſweet mellodious bird it ſung, 
Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery care. 
Lucius. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede 2 
_ . Marcus. OhthusI found her ſtraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herſelfe as doth the le ; 
| Thathathreceaude ſome vnrecuring wound. 
__ » T «xs. It was my Deare, and he thac wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead : 
 Fornowl ſtand as one vpon a Rock, 
Invirond with a wildernes of Seca, 
Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 


, 


Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 
Here ſtands my other ſonne, a baniſhe man, 
And heere my brother weeping at my woes : 
But that which giues my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, 
Is deere Lamma, deerer than my ſoule. 

Had I but ſcene thy pifure in this plight, 

It would haue madded me : what all I doe, 
Nowe I behold thy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haſt no hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred thee : 
Thy husband heis dead, and for his death 

Thy brothers arc condemnde, and dead by this. 
Looke CIlars:, ah ſonne Lucwes looke on her, 


When 
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When I did name her brothers, then freſh tcares 
Stoode on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vpon a gathred Lillie almoſt withered. (husband, 
Aearcus. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kild her 
Perchance; becauſe ſhee knowes them innocent. 
Tuxs, It they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becauſe the Law hath tane revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not doe ſo foule a deede, 
Witnes the forrow that their ſiſter makes. 


| Gentle Lamwia, let me kifle thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſ1Fne how I may = thee caſe : 


Shall thy good Vacle, and thy brother Lucius 

And thou and I fit rounde about ſome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 

How they are ſtainde in Meadowes yet not dric, 

With micrie ſlime left on them by a flood ? 

And in the Fountaine [hall we gaze ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 

And madea brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dombe ſhowes 

Paſle the remainder of our hatcfull dayes 2 

What ſhall we doe? let vs that haue our tongues 

Plot ſome dcuiſe of further miſerie 

To make vs wondred at in time to come. 
Lnci. Sweet father ceaſe your teares,for at your greefe 

Sec how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weepes. 
Arr. Patience deere Neece, good T 5: dry thine eyes, 
Fitns, Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother well Iwcte, 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haſt drownd it with thine owne. 
Luc. Ah my Laumia, I will wipe thy cheekes. 
Titus, Marke Marcar, marke, | endelfiand her ſignes, 


Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake, now would {he lay BY 
! : 
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That to her brother, which I ſaid to thee. 
His Napkin with her true teares all bewer, 
Can doe no ſcruice on her ſorrowfull cheekes. 
Oh whata ſimpathy ot woe is this, 
As farre fromhelpe, as Limbo is from bliſſe. 
L nter Aron the ©oore alone, 

Moore. T itus Andromens, ny Lord the E.mperour, | 
_ Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy ſonnes, 


Let IMarons, Lorem, orthy (elfe old Titus, 


' Or any one of you, chop off your hand 
And ſend it to the King, he for the ſame, * 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes aline, 
And thatihill be the raunſome for their fault. 
T itus. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle roy, 
 Dideuer Rauen ſing fo like a Larke, ay 
That giues ſweete tydings of the Sunnes vpriſe ? 
With all my hart, ic ſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wiltthou helpe to chop it off ? 
Lucins. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath throwne downe ſo many enemies, 
| Shall not be ſent : my hand will ſerue the turne, 
My youth can better ſpare my blc od than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſaue my brothers lies. 
Marcus. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 


- Wrighiing deſtruQtion on the enemics Caſtle 2 


bY . LZains, Byb 


Oh none of both, but are ofhieh deſert : 

My hand hath beene but idle, ſetir ſerue 

 Toraunſome my two Nephewes from their death, 

Then haueI keptitto a worthy end, 
Moore. Nay come agree whoſe hand ſhall goealong, 

| Forfearethey die beforetheir pardbn come. 

 Maras, My hand ſhall goe.” |» 

caucn it ſhall not goe. 

| | PINT T it#s, 


of Titns 2dronicus. 
Titus. Sirs ſtrine no more, ſuch withred hearbes 
Are mecte for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 


Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 


as theſe 


 Lacics, Sweet Father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſonne, 


Marcus. And for our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 


| Now letmeſhow a brothers loue to thee. 


Tatar. Aoree betweene you, 1 will ſpare my hand. + 


Lucius, Then Ile goe fetch an Axe. 


Alarcas. Bat I'w | vle the Axe.  Exemnm. 


T itus, Come hether Aron, le deceive them both, 


Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 


Aron. If that be calde deceite, I will be honeſt, 
And neuer whilſt I ue deceme men ſo: 
But lle decciue you in another ſort, 


And that youle ſay ere halfe an houre paſle. 
Hee cnts off , Titus hand. 


Enter Lucius and Marcus agame. 


T*1u7. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhal bes diſpatche: 


Good .4ron give his Maieſtie my hand, 
Tell him it wasa hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers, bid him bury it, 
More hathit merrited : that lee it haue : 
As for my ſonnes, ſay I account of them, 
 Asiewelspurchaſt atanealte price, 

Aad yet deere too, becauſe I bought mine owne. 
Aron. I goe Andronicas, and for thy hand, 
Looke by and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee. 
Their heads I meane : Oh how this villanic, 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 
Let fooles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 
efron will haue his ſoule blacke, = his face. 


Ext. 
T it#$ 


| 
Il 
| | 
i" 
|| 


T be moſt Jarent Ul le Thigedi 
Titus. O hereT life this one vp to heauen, 


And bow this feeble ruine to the 
If any power pitties wretched tcatj 
'* 1 {A S4 Leal what would thou TP Wii" 
| © Doethendecre hart, for heauen ſhall heare our prayers, 


- - Or with our ſighs wele breath the welkin dimme, 
And ſtaine the ſunne with fogy ze, as ſometime clowdes, 
'V Vhen they doe hug hum in their melting boſoms. 
 Marcas, Oh b er ſpeakewj olibibeie, 
And doe not breake into theſe deepe extreames. 
Titus. Isnot my ſorrow deep no bottome } 
Ee? be "_ ns bottomlefie | 
ut yet let reaſon gouerne <7 46 lament. 
ot; If there were reaſon for "ikels milſeries, 
Theninto limits could 1 inde my woes : 
When heauen doth weepe, doth not the carth oreflow 2 
If the windes rage, doth not the ſea waxec mad, 


* Threatning the vvelkin with his big{wolne face? 


And wilt thou hauea reaſon for this cole 2 
F am the fea. Harke how her ſighes doc flow : 
1. _ Sheeis theweeping welkan, I the earth : 
Then wuſt my ſea be moued with her fighes, 
Then muſt my earth with her allen 
Becomea deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 
' For why, my bowels cannothide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them. 
Then giue me leaue, for looſers will have leave, 


5 «To calc theyr {tomacks with theyr| bit ter fongues. 
Enter a meſſenger with _ heads and a band, 


Meng. Worth oAbonicns, Nartthou repaid, 
Emperour : 
6 lonnes. 


For that good hand thou ſeatſt th 
. Hereare the heads of thy two no 


of Titus Androngcus. 
And heres thy hand in ſcorne to thee ſent backe : 
Thy gricfe theyr ſports: Thy reſolution mocke ; 
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my fathers death. Ex. 
Marcus. Now let hote /Etna coolein Cycilie, 
And be my hart an euer-burning hell : 
Theſe miſerics are more then may be borne. 
To weepe with them that ,doth- caſc ſome deale, 
But ſorrow flouted at, is double death: 4 
Lkcixs. Ah that this ſight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not (hrinke thereat: 
That euer death ſhould let life beare his name, 
Where life hath no more intereſt but to breath. 
Marcus, Alas poore hart, that kiſle is comfortleſle, 
As frozen water to a ſtarued ſnake. 
T u:49. When will this fearcfull ſlumber have an end ? 
Marcus. Now farewell flattery, die Audronicre, 
Thou dooſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two ſonnes heads, 
Thy warlke hand, thy mangled daughter heere : 
Thy other baniſhe ſonne with this deere ſight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle, and thy brother I, 
Euen like a ſtony image, cold and numme. 
| Ahnowno more will I controwle my grietes, 
Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other 6A x | 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmall fight 
Thecloling vp of our moſt wretched eyes: 
Now is a time to ſtorme, why art thou {bill 
7 «#:. Ha, ha, ha: 
Marcus. Why doſt thou laugh 2 it fits not with this houre. © 
Titus, Why I have notanother teareto {hed 


Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemie, 


And would vſurpe vpon my watry eyes, 
And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 


Thea which way (hall I tinde Reuenges Caue. 
+ For ' 


(16, NE irene co Linde voi 


\  O would thou wert as thou to fore 


The moſt FRO 99 raged 


For theſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeake to me, 
And threat me, I (hall never comet py 
| Til allthcſemiſchiefes bereturnd ae 
| Evenin their throates that haue comme them. 
'  Comelertmeſee whattaske / hauc to/doe, 
You heauie people, circle me about.  _ 
"That I may turne meto each one of yi 
And fweare vnto my ſoule tori 
The vowe is made, come 


t 
i And in this hand the other will 


| Thouartan choygo 


| Lets kilſe and part, for wehauc much to doe. 
E xennt. 


LI, wins. 


Farewell « frdronicws1 noble Father: 


Farewell ron Romectill Lwcixs cor 
He loues his pledges dearer than his1i 


Farewell Lawimna my noble ſiſter, | 
haſt beene, 


But now nor Lacias nor Lawima les, 
' Butinobliuion and hatefull greefes: 
Tf Lzciss live, he will requite your wrongs, 

_eAnd make proude Saturnine and his Empreſle 
| Beg at thegates like T arqwin and hi Queene. 
' Now will Ito the Gothes and raiſea p« 
| Tobrrumglen homend? mine. 


of Titus Andronicus. 


Enter Lucius /orne and Lauinia running after hin, and 
the be ler from her with bis hooker - | 
der his arme. 


Enter Titus and Marcus. 


Puer. Helpe Grandſier helpe, my Aunt Lawnia, 
Followes mc euery where, I know not why. 
Good Vncle Marcas ſee how ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet aunt, I know not what you meane. 
Mar. Stand by me Lacins, doe not feare thine aunt. 
T it#s. Sheloues thee boy too well to do thee harme. 
Pacer. I when my Father was in Rome ſhe did. : 
Mar. What meanes my Neece Lauinia by theſe fignes. 
Titus. Feare her not Lucius, ſomewhat doth ſhe meane. 
See Lucius fee, how much ſhee makes of thee : 
Some whether would ſhe haue thee goe with her. 
eF boy, Cornehaneuer with more care 
Red to her ſonnes than ſhe hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poctric, and Tullies Oratour : 
Canſt thou not geſle wherefore ſhee plies thee thus, 
Puer, My Lord, I knownot I, norcan I gefle, ; 

Valeſſe ſome fit or frenzie doe poſleſſe her: 

For I haue heard my Grandlier ſay full oft, 
Extremitie of greenes would make men mad. 

AndT haue red that Hecwba of Troy, 

Ran mad for ſorrow, that made me to feare 
Although iny Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 

And would not butin furie fright my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my bookes and fhe, 
Cauſcleile perhaps, but pardon-me {weet efunt, 


Aad Madam, if my Yncle _— LOG, - 
3 | 


Tragedie 


I: The mo$t lamentable * 
_ _ »,_ T will moſtwillingly attend your Ladyſhip. 
© Tixs. Hownow Laxinia, CMarex what meancs this ? 


_ Somebooke there is that ſhee $to ſee: 
_ Which isit gyrle of theſe, open them boy, 
\- Burthou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come andtake choyſe of all my Libraric, 
Ando beguilethy ſorrow, tell the heatens 
| Reueale the damn'd contriver of this deede. 
VVhy lifes ſhe vp her armesin ſequence thus ? 
Mar. I thinke ſhe meanes that there were more than one. 
Confederate in the fat, I more there was : 


Pmer, Grandlier tis Ouids 
My mother gaue it mee. || 
CMHar. Forloue of her thats gone, 


| 
. 


AF | Perhaps ſhe culd itfrom among there?. a 


__» ___ Helpeher, what would ſhe finde? 
 -| Thisisthe tragicketale of Philome!, 


T «us. Soft, ſo buſilie ſhee turnes the leaves, 
waa ſhall I read ? 


'. Andtreates of Terews treaſon and his rape, 
 Andrapel feare was roote of thine annoy, 
Car. See brother ſee, note how ſhe quotes the leanes, 
Tus. Lawinia, wertthou thus ſurpriz'd ſweet gyrle? 
- Rauiſhtand wrong as Philomela was, 
Forc'din the ruthleſle, vaſt, and gloomie woods 
'- See, fee, Iſucha place there is where|we did hunt, 
_ (Ohadweneuer, neuer hunted there) 
; -Patterndby that the Poet here deſcribe 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes, 
' _ CMar. Owhy ſhouldnature build 7 foule a den, 
 Vnlleſle the Gods delight in tragedies, 
Ti. Giueignes ſweet giule,tor here are none but mo 
jf [l Vhat 


of Titus Andronicus. 
V Vhat Romaine Lord it was durſt doe the deede ? 


Orſlonke not Saturnine as Tarquinerlt, 


That left the Campe to finne in Lacrece bed. 
Mar. Sit downe (weet v4 tn Eagg downe, by mee, 


"51 Pallas, loxe, or 
Inſpire me that I may thy a 
My Lord looke heere, looks heere OY 


, and guides is 


He wrues his A with bis Fla 
with feete and any 


Thys fandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canſt 
This after mee, I haue writ my name, 
V Vithout the helpe of any hand at all. 
Curſt be that hart that forl vsto this ſhift : 


Write thou good Neece, and hcere diſplay at laſt, 
V Vhat God will haue diſcouered for 1cuenge, 


Heauen guide thy pen to print thy ſorrowes} plaine, 
That we may know the traytors and the truth. 


Shee takes the laffe in her month, ond guides with her 
Slumps and writes. 


Oh doe yee read my Lord what ſhe hath writ, 
Stuprum, Chiron, *Demetrins, 
Marcus, What, what, the Juſtfull ſonnes of T amore, 
Performers'ot this Laynous bloody deede. 
Tun. Magu Dominator pots, 
T am lentus audis [celera, tam lentus vides? 
Mar. Ohcalmethee gentle Lord, although I know | 
There is enough written v -pon this earth, 
To ſtirre a mutinic in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes, 


My Lord kneele downe with me, Zawinia kneele, 


Ana 


= Lord Janus Brutus (ncare for Lacrece rape, 


The 


| The moFt lamentable T ragedie 


And kneele fweet boy, the Romaine HeRtors h 
And ſweare with me as with che wotull feere, 
And father of that chaſt diſhonoured D 


OPC, 


That we will proſecute by good aduice +. 
 Morrall revenge vpon thele trayterous Gothes, 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproch. 
1. Titus. Tis furecnough, and you knew how, 

/ Butifyou hune theſe Beare whelpes, then beware, 

” gu will wake, and if ſhee winde you once, 


| 1 -Shee's withthe Lion deepely ſtill in league, 
bl! '  Andlulshimwhilſt ſheeplaieth on her back. 


And when he ſleepes, will /he doe whatſhe liſt. 
\ Youarea young huntſiman Aaron, let alone, 
AndcomeT wi joe get alcafe of braſle, 


| | Andwithagadoftede will writetheſe words, 
_  . Andlayitby: the angry Northen winde, 


Willblowtheſe ſands like £:be4 leaues abroade, 
And vvheres youleſſon then, boy what fay you ? 
. Puer. Ifay my Lord thatif I werea man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 

| Fortheſebad bond-mentothe yoake of Rome. 

Marcus. I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 


©. Forhis vngratefull Country done the like. 


Per. And Vnckle, ſo will I, andif I lime. 
| © Titws. Comegoewith me into mine Armoric, 
Zaire fit thee, and withall my boy 
Shall carriefrom me to the Empreſle ſonnes, 

. Preſenrgthat I intend eo ſend them both: 


— Come, come, thoult doe thy meſſage wilt thou not ? 
___ Per, Iwith my daggerin theyr boſomes Grandbier. 
Titus. No boynotfo, Ilc teach thee another courle, 

. Lariniacome, ears looke to my houle, 


Lacins and Fle goe brauc it at the Court, 


of Titus Andronicus. 
I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. £ xewne. 
 CMar. Oheauens, can you hearea good man grone 
And not relent, or not compalsion him 2 
Alarcus attend him in his extaſte, {BE 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his hart, 
Than foe-mens markes vpon his battred ſhield, 


- Butyet ſo iuſt, that he will not revenge, 
Reuenge the heauens for old e-Lrdronicus. Exit, 


|  Emter Aron, Chiron, and Demetrits at one doore, and 
at another doore young Lucins and another, with « 
bundle of weapons and verſes writ vpon them. 


Chiron. Demetrins, here's the ſonne of Lucius, 

He hath ſome meſlage to deluer vs. 

Avon. ]I ſome > meſlage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblenes I may, 

I greete, your Honours from Andronicas, 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 
Demet. GramarcieJouely Lacs, what the newes. 
Pwer. That you are both diſcipherd,thats the newes, 

For villaines markt with rape. May itpleaſe you, 

My Grandfiter well aduiſde hath ſent by me, 

The goodlieſt weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratefie your honourable youth 

The hope of Rome, for ſo he bid me ſay: 

And fo I doe, and with his gifts preſent 

Your Lordſhips, when eucr you hane neede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

And fo I leaue you both : [ike bloody villaines Fx. 
Deme. What's here? a (crole, and written round about, 

Lets' ſee, LET | 

Integer mite ſceleriſque purus, non eget mayeri tarulis nec arcns, 

| Chiron. O tisaverſcin Horace v3 it well, 


T he moſt lamentable Tragedie 


Tread itin thc Grammerlong agoe. 
__ eAvron. Imit,averſein Horace, right you hauc it, 
Now what a thing itis to be an Aſle. 
Her's no ſound:1t, the old man hath found theyr gilt, 
And ſendes them weapons wrapt about with lines, 
' That wound beyond theyr feeling to the quick : 
But were ourwittie Ewpreſle well a foote, - 
 __ -_ $Sheewouldapplaud Andramcs conceit, 
| Butletherreſtinherynreſt a while. | 
Andnow young Lords, waſt not a happy ſtarre, 
| Ledvsto Rome ſtrangers, and more than ſo 
_ Capriues, to be aduanced to this height : 
Tr did me good before the pallace gate, 
* Tobraucthe Inbunein his bothers hearing. 
| Demet. But me more good to ſee fo greata Lord, 
- | Baſely infunvate, and ſend vs gifts. 
_ _ eAron. Hadhenotreaſon Lord Demetrine, 
| Pid you not vſc his daughter very friendly? 
Demet. I would we Pad a thouſand Romane Dames 
 Atſuchabay, by turne to ſerue our uſt. 
_ _ Chiron, A charitable with, andfull of loue. 
' Aron. Herelacks but your mother for to ſay Amen. 
Chiron, And that would the for twentie thouſand more. 
Neme. Come let vs goc and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. | 
Aron. Pray to the deuils.the gods have gen vs ouer. 
Trumpets ſound, 
Der, Why do the Emperors trumpets flouriſh thus 2 
Chiron, Belike for toy 7 Emperour hath a ſonne. 
Deme. Soft, who comes heere. 


| Emer Nurſe with ablacke a ooze chil. 
_* Nur. God morrow Lords, 6 tell me did you ſee 4ron the 
Aron, Wel more or lefle,or nere a whit at all, (we 
cere 


. of Titus Andronicus, 
Here Avon is, and what with Aronnow ? 
Nurſe. Oh gentle efron, weareall vndone, 
Now helpe, or woe betide thee cucrmore. 
Aron. Why what a catterwaling dooſt thou keepe, 
what dooſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes 2 
Nurſe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 
Our Empreſle ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 
| Sheeis delwered Lords, ſheis deucrd. 


eAron. To whom. 
Nur/e. 1 meane ſheis broughta bed. 
eAron. Well god giue her goodreſt , what hath hee ſent 
Nurſe. A deuill. (her 2 
Aron, Why then ſhe is the deuils Dam, a a toyfull iflue, | 
N#r/e. Aiioyles, diſmall, black, and ſorrowtull iſlue, * 

Here is the babe as loathſome as a toade, 

Amongſt the fairefaſt breeders of our clime, 

The Empreſle ſendes it thee, thy ſtampe,thy ſale, 


And bids thee chrifterrit with thy daggers poynt. 
eAron, Zounds ye whore, is blacke oO baſe a hue? 


Sweet blowſe, you are a beautious bloſſome ſure. 
Deme. Villaine what haſt thou done ? 
eLron. That which thou canſt not yndoe. 
Chiron, Thou haſt vadone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Deme. And therein helliſh dog thou haſt vndone bm 
Woe to her chaunce, and damgeher loathed choice, 
Accurlt the offspring of ſo a hend. 

Chiron, It ſhall nothue, 


Aron. It ſhall not die. 
Nur/e. Aron it muſt, the mother wils it ſo. 


Aron. V Vhat muſt it Nurſe ? then let no man but1. 


Doe execution on my fleſh and blood. 
Dem. llebroachthetadpole on my aaa 
Nurſe give it me, my ſword ſhall —_ 


4% 
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 eA/on, Sooner this ſword ſhall plow thy bowels vp, 
| Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother 2 
. Now by the burning tapors ole Skic, | 
* Thatihoneſo brightly when this boy was got, 


-  Hedies vpon my Semitars ſharpe point, | 


T hat touches this my firlt borne ſoone and heire : 
\ - Ttell you yonglings, not Enceladus, bj: ta. 

- "With all his threatning band of 7 yphoxs broode, 
Nor great elcides, nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceazethis pray out of his fathers hands: 
What, what, yec ſanguine ſhallow harted boies, 


: | Yeewhite-lumbdewalls, ye ale-hobſe painted ſignes, | 


| Cole-blacke is better then another hue, 


' In that it ſcornes to beare another hue: 


For all the water in the Ocean, 


- © Can-neuerturne the Swans blacke legs to white, 


gh ſhee laue them howrely in the flood : 

 Tellthe Empreſle from me Iam of age = 

To keepe mine owne, excuſe it how the can. 
Deme. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miſtris thus, 
Aron. My miſtris is my miſtris, this my ſeltc, 


The vigour, and the pifture of my youth ; 


© Althoueg 


| 2. This beforeall the world doe 1 poo 


This rauger all the world will keepe ſafe, 

Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for itin Rome. 

Deme. By this our mothgr is for ever ſhamde. 

. | Chiron, Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule eſcape. 

Nurſe. The Emperour inhis rage will doome her death. 

Chiron. Tbluſh to thinke vpon this 19nomie. 

efron. Whythere'sthe priuiledge your beautie beares: 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 

The cloſe enaQts and counſels of thy hart : 

| Heer's a young Lad framde of another leere, 


Looke how the blacke ſlauc ſmiles vpon the father, 


As 


of Titus Andronicus, 


As who ſhould ſay, old Lad T am thine owne. 
He is your brother Lords, ſenſibly fed 
Ofthat ſelfe blood that firſt gaue life to you, 
And from your wombe where you impriſoned were, 
He is infranchized, and come to light : 
Nay heis your brother by the ſurer (ide, 
Alchough my ſeale be {Jamped in his face. 
Nur/e. «Aron, what ſhall I fay vnto the Empreſle. 
Demetrins. Aduile thee Aron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy aduile : 
Saue thou the child, ſo we may all be ſafe. | 
Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all conſult, 
My ſonne and I will haue the wind of you : 
Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of y our eo" þ 
Demetrius, How many women ſaw this child ofhis?2 
Aron. Why ſo braue Lords, when we joyne in league 
T am a Lambe, but if you braue the Xfoore, 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, 
The Ocean {wwels not ſo as Aron ſtormes: 
But ſay againe, how many faw the child. 
Nurſe. Cornelia the Midwife and my ſelfe, 
And no oneelle but the delivered Empreſle. 
Aron. The Empreſle, the Midwife, and yourſclfe, 
Two may keepe counſell when the third's away : 
Goe to the Emprelſle, tell her this I aid. = He kils her. 
Weeke, weeke, ſo cries a Pigge prepared to the ſpit. 
Deme. What mean'ſt thou Aron,wherfore did(t thou this? 
eAron. O Lord fir, tis a deede of pollicie, 
Shall ſhe liue to betray this gilt of ours 2 


A long tongu'd babling Gollip, no Lords, no : 
And now be it knowne to you my fullintent, 
Not fa-re, one « Hnbiters my Country-man 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, 
His child is like to her, faire as youare : 


334m care. yer 


- 
— ——— 


N - 
. 


— 


% 


| Lookeyeedraw home enough and tis there ſtraighe, 


The Midwife and the ' 
 Thenlet the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 


The mo#t lamentable Tragedie 
 Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold, 


And be recciued for the Emperours heyre, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, | 


To calme this tempeſt whirling in the Court, 
And lect the Emperow dandlc him for his owne. 


_ _ .__. Harkeyee Lords, you ſce I haue giuen her philick, 
© Andyou mult ncedes beſtow her tunerall, 


The ficldes are neere, and you are gallane Groomes: 


\ This done, ſee that you take no longer dayes 


But ſend the Midwife poked to me. | 


urſe well made away. 


Chiron. Aron,Iſce thou wilt not trult the ayre with ſecrets. 
Deme. For this care of Tamora, 

Her ſelfe, and hers arc highly bound to thee. F xe. 
Aron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as ſwallow flies, 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 

And ſecretly to greet the Empreſle friendes : 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlaue, He beare you hence, 

For itis you that puts vs to our ſhifts : | 

Ile make = feede on berries, and on rootes, 


And feede on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, , 


And cabbin in a Cave, and bring you vp, 
To bea warriour and commaund a Campe. Exit. 


Enter Titus. old Marcus, young Lucius, and other gentle- 
men with bowes, and Titus beares the arrowes wth Leners 
on the endes of them. 


T «es. Come IMarcrs, come, kinſemen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me ſee your archerie, 


: 


Terras 


% 


of Titus Andronicus, 


Terras Aftrea rehquit, he you remembred Marcus, 

Shee's gone, ſhees fled, firs take you to your tooles, 

You Coſens ſhall goe ſound the Ocean, | 
Andcalt your nets, happily you may catch her in the ſca, 
Yetther's as little iuſtice as at Land: 

No Pablus and Sempron, you mult doe it, 

Tis you muſt dig with mattocke and with ſpade, 

And pierce the nmolt center of the earth, 

Then when you cometo '/ /xtoes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

Tel "6 it is for iuſtice and for ayde, 

And that it comes from olde Andronicus, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 1.7 
Ah Rome, well, well, I ihe 6 miſerable, ; 
What time I threw the peoples ſuffrages 
On him that chus doth eyrrannizeore mee. 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all, 

And leaue you not a man of warre vnſearcht, 

This wicked Emperour may haue thipt her hence, 
And kinſemen then we may goe pipe for iuſtice. 

Marcus. O P ublus, 15 not this 5 ht cale 
Toſec thy noble Vnkle this diltrat2 | 

Publius. Therfore.mmy Lords it highly vs concernes, 
By day and night Cattcnd him carefully : 

And feede his humour kmdly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome caretull remedie.. 

Marcus, Kinſmen, his ſorrowes are paſt remedie. 
Toyne with the Gothes, and with reuengetull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome tor this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the traytour *arunme. 


Titus. Publins how now, how now|my Maiſters, 


 VVhathaue you met with her ? 
Pl l:4s. No my good 1. or:!, hut Pluto ſends you word, 


If you will haue reucnge from hell you (hall, 


Mame 


The mol heeliby) Tragedie 


] Marrie for Juſtice ſhe isſo unployd, 
" He thinks with Tone m heauen, or _ where elle, 
 Sothatperforce you muſt needs 


Tuus. He doth me wrong to ooay'es wane me with delayes, 
He dine into the burning lake below, | 
And pull her out of Acaron by the heekes. 
rule we are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 


| . No big-bond-men fram'd of the Cyclops ſize, 


But mettall Marcus, (tecle to the very backe, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than 3 backs can beare : 
And (ith there's no raſfic ce in carthnor hell, 
We will ſollicite heauen and moue the Gods, 
Toſend downe Tuſtice for to wreake our wrongs : 
— Cometo this pores youarc a good Archer Marcus, 
s them the Arrowes. 
eAd lone, that of ou, here ad Apollonem, 
eAdIartem, that's & my lclfe, | 's 
Here boy to Pallas, here to Ns ercury, 
ToS Ar to Cain, not to Satarnine, 
You were as goodto ſhoote againſt the wind. 
Toou boy \ Marcus looſe when 1 bid, 
./ Otfnmy rat I haue written to effec, 
 -There'snot a God left vnſollicited. 
ee Maras. Kindſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafrs into the Court, 
Wewill afflit the Enyperour in his pride. = 
_ Taw, Now Maiſters draw, oh well ſaid Lmceins, 
Good boy in Urrgoes lap, gue it Pals. 
- Marcus. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with Inputer by this. 
T *us. Ha, ha, Publaes, Pablins, what haſt thou done? 
| See,ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of T aurus hornes. 
' Mavens. "This, was the ſport my Lord, when Pubhus ſhot, 
| The Bullbeing gald, eaue Aries ſuch aknocke, 
| That downe fcll both the Rams hornesin the Cone 


And 


of Titus Andronicus. 
And who ſhould finde them but the Empreſle villaine : 
Shee laught, and tolde the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 


But giue them to his mailter fora preſcnt. 
| Tus, V Vhy there it goes, God giue hus Lordlhip ioy. 


Enter the Clowne with a backet az1 two pidotons un it. 


Titus, Newes, newes from heauen, 
Alarcus the poalt is come. 
Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters, 


Shall I haue aſlic ce. what layes Jupiter + ? 
Clowne. Ho the Abe dets7 2 hee ſayes that hee hath t2- 


ken them downe againe, for the man mult not be hangd till 
the next weeke. 

Titus. But what ſayes Inpiter I aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir, I know not /wprey ? .. 


I never dranke with him in a!l my life. 
Titns, Why villaine, artnot thou the Carrier 2 


C lowne. 1 of my pidgions fir, nothing els. 
Titus. V Why, d&dſt thou not come tzom heaven 2 
Clywne. From heauen. alas fir, I neuer came there, 


God forbid I ſhould beeſo bolde, to preſle to bexeni in my 


youn? daves. 
Why 1 am going with my pidgeons to the tribunall Plebs,to 


take vpa | matter of brawle betwixt my Vicle, andoneof 


the Emperialls men. 
e Marcus. Why ſir, that is as fit as can be to ſerue for your 


Oration, and let hin deluer the pidgeons tothe Emperour 


from you. 
T its. Tell mee, can you dcliver an Oration to the Em- 


perour with a grace. 
Clowne. Nay eruely fir, I coulde ncuer ſay gracein all my 
life. | 


Titus. Sirra come hither, make ” moreadoe, 


But 
] 
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' Butgmeyour Pidgions to the Emperour, 
' By Layris ſhalt hapc wſtice at his hands, 


Hold, hold, meane while here's money for thy charges, 
_ Gincmepenandinke. 
Sirra, can you with a grace deliver a Supplication 2 

Clowne. I (ir. 

Titzzs. Then here is a Supplication for you,and when you 
come to hum, at the firſt approchyou muſt kneele, then kiſle 
\ hisfoote, then deliver vp your Pidgions, and then looke for 

gi rewarde. Ile be at hand lar, ſce you doe it braue- 

e. 

Clowne. I warrant you fir, let mee ins 

T its. Sirra haſt thou a knife ? Come let me ſee Ie, 
Here Marc, fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haſt made it ike an humble Suppliant. 
And when thou hgſt giuen it to the Emperour, 
Knocke at my doore, and tell me what he layes. 
Clowne. God be with you fr, I will. F xt. 
Titus, Come Iarcw let vs goe, Publins follow me. 


Exennt, 


Enter © mperour aud Fmpreſſe, Jy her two ſome, the 
E mperour brings the Arrawes m his band - 
that 1 tus ſhot at him. 


-Satur. Why Lordes what wrongs are einwaies ſcene, 
| An Emperourin Rome thus ouer-borne, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 

Of egall wſtice, v{de in ſuch contempt. 


| MyLords you know the mightfull Gods, 


How euer theſe diſturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples cares, there n noveht hath paſt, 


But cucn with law againſt the i ul ances 


of 


of Titus Andronicus, 


Of old eLrdromens. And what and if 
His ſorrowes haue ſo ouerwhelmde his wits 2 \j 


Shall we be thus afflied in his wreakes, 
His fats, his frenzie, and his bitternes x 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreſle, 
Sec here's to Jowe, and this to Mercnrie, 
Thisto eFpolb, this to the God of warre : 
| Sweet ſcrowles to flie about the ſtreets of Rome, 
Whats chis but hbelling againſt the Senate, 
And blazoning our vnullice cuery where, 
A goodly humor, is itnot my Lords? 
As who would ſay, in Romeno iuſtice were. 
But if I liue, his fained extafies | 
Shall be no ſhelter to thele outrages, 
But he and his ſhall know that iultice hues 
In Saturninus health, whom it he ſleepe, 
Hele ſo awake, as he in turie ſhall, 
Cut off the proud'ſt con{piratour that lives. 

T amora, My gracious Lord, my louely Satarmne, 


Lord of my life, commaunder of my thoughts, 
Calme thee, and beare the faults of Tirws age, 
Th'effeRs of ſorrow for his valiant ſonnes, 
Whole loſle hath pearſt him ,and skard his hart, 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, | 
Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt 
For theſe contempts : Why thus it ſhall become 
Hie witted Tamora to gloſe with all, 

Bur T i#s T haue touched thee to the quick, 
Thy life blood out : if «4-0» now be wile, 


Then isall ſafe, the Anchor in the port. 


Enter Clowne. 
How now good fellow, wouldſt thou ſpeake with vs? | 


Clowne. Yeatorſooth,& _—_ Miſterſhip be Emperiall. 
: T, 
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toa fauc end. 


| _ 'Satzwr. Diſpi 
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T amorg. Empreſlc I am, but yonder {its the Fmperour. 
' ClonsW#F Tis he, God and Saint Stephen giue you godden, 
| | Thave broughtyou alctter and a coupe of pidgicns heere. - 


> | | | $ 
it 40 Flee reaages the Letter. | 


| Satur. Goe take him away, and hang him preſently 2 


Clowne. How much money muſt I haue. 
T amora. Come firra you mult be hanged. 
Cloawne. Hangd be Lady, then I have brought vp a necke 


Exn. 


ehtfull and intolerable wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monſtrous villame ? | 


I know from whence this ſame deuife proceedes. 
May this be borne, as it his trayterous ſonnes, 


That dyde by law for murther of our brother, 


337 Haue by my meanes been butchered wrongfully. 
_  Goediaggethe villame hither by the haire, 
' Norage, nor honour, ſhall ſhape priuiledge, 


For this proude mocke, Ile be thy ſlau heer man, 


, 


Sly franticke wretch, that holpſt'tom e me greaf, 
In hope thy ſcltc ſhould gouerne Rome and mee. 


Enter DN, nritues Emnllins. 


Satur. What newes with thee £ mn [lin ? 
 Emnlluzs. Arme my Lords, Rome neuer had more cauſe, 


; | The Gothes haue gathered head, and with a power 
|  Othighrelolued men, bent to the ſpoyle, 


They hither march amaine, vnder conduct v 


Of Lacuws, lonne to old Andronicus, 
| Whothreatesm cowrle of this reuenge to doe 


onto EONS IOW IE Rp op 


of Titus Anqdronicus, 


As much as ener Coriolanns did. 
King. Is warhke Lacs Generall of the Gother, 3% 

| Theletydingsnip me, and I hang the head 4 

 Asflowers with froſt, or graſle beate downe with ſlormes: 


Tis he the common people loue ſo much, 
My felfe hath often heard them ſay, 
When I haue walked hke apriuate man, 
That Lacie baniſhment was wrongfully, 
And they haue wiſht that Lxcins were their E 4 
Tamo'a. Why ſhould you feare, is not your Citty ſtrong ? 
Kmg. I but the Citizens fauour / «rms, | 
And will reuoltfrom = © ſuccour him. FAS 
Tamora. Kms, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 
Is the Sunne tod SS doe fiein it, : ; 


I now begi ns our ſorrowes to approach, | 
: 
x 


The Eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, = 

And is not carefull what.they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the Gadew of his wings, 

He can at pleaſure {tint thew melody. 7 


Fuen ſo mayeſt thou the giddy men of Rome, | 
Then cheare thy ſpirit, for now thou Emperour, | 
T will enchaunt the old Andronicas, 
With words more ſweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to Hh, or honey (talks to ſheepe, 
When as the one is wounded with the baite, 
T he other rotted with delicious ſecede. 
King. But he will not intreate his ſonne for vs. 
T amora. If T amora intreate him than he yl, 
For I can ſmooth and fill his aged cares, 
With golden promiſes, that were his hart 
Almolt 1mpreznable, his old yeares deafe, 
Yet ſhould both care and hart obay my tongue. 
Goethou before tobe our Embaſſadour, 
Say that the Emperour requeſts a parly, 
3 


The mo$t lamentable Tragedie 
_ Of watlike Lacy, and appointthe meeting, 

| Even athis Fathers bout: the old eAndremers, 
King. Emillu doe this meſlage honourably, 


_ Andithe ſtand in hoſtage for his ſafety, | 
Bid him demaund whae pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 


al 


Emillazs. Your bidding ſhall I doe effecually. 


Ex. 


 T amora. Now will I to that cId Andronicas, 
| And temper him with all the Art I haue, | 
To plucke proud Lxycus from the warlike Gothes, 
And now ſweet Emperour be blith againe, 
And bury all thy fearc in my deuiſes. | 
| Saturnine, T hen goeſucceſlantly and pleade to him, 
Py E xennt. 


Emter Lucuu with an e Arnie of G ethes, wuh 
Drums and Soulaters. 


| Lucius. Approued warriers, and my faithfull friends, 
I haue receaucd letters from great Rome, 

Which ſ1gnifies what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how deſirous of our light they are. 
Therefore great Lordsbe as your titles witnes, 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any skath, 

Let him make trebble ſatisfation. | 

Goth. Braue ſlip ſprung from the great Androrirng, 

Whoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whoſe high cxploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requitcs with foule contempt, 
Be boldin vs wecle follow where thou leadlt, 
Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 


| Led by their Maiſter to the flowred fields, 
 Andbeaduengd on culſedT amora ; 


And 


And as he faith, fo fay we all with him. #8 
Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all, 
But who comes heere led by a luſty Goth ? - | 


| 
Emer a Goth leading of Aron with his child | 


in his armes. | 


troups I ftraid, 


f 
x 
; 
7 


. 
+ 
A 
by | 
; 
- 


Goth. Renowmed [ ncins from our 
To gaze vpon a ruinous Monaſterie, 
And as I carneſtly did fixe mine eye, 
Vpon the waſted building ſuddainly, 
T heard a child cry vnderneath a wall, 
I made vnto the noiſe, when ſoone I heard, 

The crying babe controld with this diſcoure : 
Peace tawny ſlave, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 
Did not thy hue bewray whoſe brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 
Villaine thou migheſt haue beene an Emperour.. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milke white, 
They neuer doe begeta cole-blacke Calfe: 
Peace villaine peace, cuen thus he rates the babe, 
For I muſt beare thee to a truſty Gorh, DRC 
Who when he knowes thou art the Empreſſc babe, 
Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers ſake. 
With this my weapon drawne I ruſht ypon him 
Surprizd him ſuddainly, and brought him hither 
Tovſeas you thinke needfull of the man. 

Lacine, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill, 
That robd Andromicas of his good hand, 
This is the Pearle that pleaſd your Empreſle eye, 
And here's the baſe fruite of her burning luſt, 
Say wall-eyd ſlaue whither wouldſt thou conuay, 
This growing Image of thy bendlike face, 
Why doolt not ſpeake 2 what deafe, not a word 2 


, 
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5 
4 
h 


OE CO CEE EY EI WO _ 
— Jy” 
% 


"EEE 


The mo$t lamentable T ragedie 


AhalterSouldiers, hang him on this tree, 
 Andbyhisſidehis fruite of Baſtardie. 
.. efron. Touchnot the boy, he is of Royall blood, 
Laws. Toolike the ſier for ever being good, 
. - Firſthang thechildthat he may ſceit ſprall, * 
_ Aſight to vexe the Fathers ſoule withal]. 
row. Get me a ladder, / »cins faue the child, 
And beare it from me to the Empreſle : 
| If thou doethis, i'e ſhew thee wondrous things, 


| That highly may aduantage thee to heare, 
If thou wilt not, befall w hat may befall, 


\ © Ile ſpeake no more, but vengeance rot you all. 


|. Andthisſhallall be buried in my death, 
| Vinleſſethou ſweareto memy child hall live. 


| Live, Say on, andif it pleaſe me which thou ſpeakſt, 
Thy child ſhall hue, and I will ſeeitnourithe, 

efron. Andifutpleaſe thee ? why affure thee Luci, 

Twill vexe thy ſoule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake : 

 ForImuſtralke of murthers, rapes, and maſlacres, 
 Adtsof black night, abhominable deeds, 

_ Complotsof milchiefe, treaſon. villanies, 

Ruthfull to heare, yet pitteouſly performd, 


Latinas, Tell on thy mind, [ fay thy child ſhall line. 
eAron. Swearec that he ſhall, and then I will begin, 
Lucius, Who ſhould I ſweare bv, thou belecucſt no God, 
That graunted, how canſt thou beleene an oath. 
 A#en, Whatif I doe not, as indeede I doe nor, 
Yet for I know thou art religious, 


O 


And haſt a thing within thee called conſcience, 


With ewenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I haue ſcene thee carefull to obſerue;, 


Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know, 


 . An Ideot hoids his bauble for a God, 


And keepcs the oath which by that Godhe ſweares, 


To 


| of Titus Andronicus. 

To that Te vrge him : therefore thou ſhalt vow 

By that > Sai, 49? what God lo ere it be 

hat thou adorelt, and halt in reuerence, 

To fave my boy, to nouriſh and bring him vp, 

Or elſe I will diſcoucrnought to thee. | 

Lucius. Egen by my God I ſweare to thee I will. 

eAron. Firlt know thou, I begot him on the Empreſle, 

Lucias. Oh moſt infatiate and luxurious woman. 

Aron. Tut Lucins, this was buta deede of charitie, 

To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 

T was her two ſonnes that murdered 'Za/rianns, 

They cut thy liſters tongue and rauiſht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou ſaweſt. 
Lucius, Oh deteſtable villaine, call ſt thou that trimming, 
eAron. Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the dooing oft. 
Lucizs. Oh barberous beaſtly villaines like thy (elfe, 
eAron. Indecd I was theirtutorto inſtruft them, 

That codding ſpirit had they from theyr mother, 

As ſure a carde as euer wone the ſet : 

That bloody minde I thinke they learnd of me, 

As truea dog as cuer fought at head : 

VVel, let iny deedes be witnes of my worth, 

I traynde thy brethren to that guilefull hole, 

| Where the dead corps of Fa/nranus lay : 

| I wrote the Letter thatthy Father found, 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned, 

Gonfederate with the Queene,and her two ſonnes. 

And what not'done, that thou haſt cauſeto rue, 

Whereia I had no ſtroke of miſchiefe in it, 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when T had it, drew my ſelfca part, 

Andalmoſt broke my hart with extreame laughter, 


Epried me through the creuic of a wall, 
_ When 


7 
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 V Vhen for his hand he had his two ſonncs heads, 


= 
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Beheld his tcares, and laughefſo hartily, | 


| Thatboth minecyes wererainielike to his: 
And whenl told the Emprelſle of thys (port, 


Shee ſounded almoſt at my pleaſing ale, 


And for my tydings gaue me twenty kiſles. 


Goth, 


2 V Vhat canſtthou ſay all this, and never bluſh. 


Aron. 
the laying is. 


Ilike ablacke dogge as 


Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous deedes. 


eAron. 


\ TthatThad not doone a thouſand more, 


' Fuennowl curſe the day, and yet I thinke 


Few come within the compaſle of my cuile, 


 Wherein I did not ſ6me notorious ill, 


As kill a man, or<elle deuiſe his death, 


 Rauiſha mayde, or plot the way to doe it, 

.  Accuſe ſome innocent, and forfweare my ſelfe, 

_- Set deadly cnmitie betweene two friends, 
Make poore mens cattle breake theyr necks, 


Set fire on Barnes and hayſtakesin the night, 


» Andbidrthe owners quenchthem with their teares 2 
_ _ © OtthaveTdigd vp dead men from theyr graues, 


Have withmy knife caruedin Romaine letters,, 


 Andſetthemvpright at their deere friends doore, 
 Enen when their forrowes almoſt was forgot, 


And on theyr sinnes, as on the barke of trees, 


Let 


of Titus Andronicus. 
Letnot your ſorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I haue done a thouſand dreadfull thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 
And nothing greeues me hartily indeede, 
But that I cannot doe tenne thouſand more. © 
Lucius, Bring downe the deuill, for he muſt not die 
So ſiveet a death as hangin preſently. 
eAron. If there be ful would I werea dcuill, 
Toliue and burne in cuerlaſting fire, 
Sol might haue your company in hell 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. | 
Lucius. Sirs (top his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more, 


Enter Emllue. 


Goth. My Lord there is a meſſenger from Rome 


\ Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. 
Lucy, Lethim come neere. 
VVelcome &millins, what's the newes from Rome ? 
Emil. Lord Larue, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by mce, 
And for he vnderſtands you are in Armes, 
He craues a parley at your Fathers houſe 
Willing you to demaund your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediatly deliuercd. 
Goth, What ſayes our Generall ? 
Lucius. Emillus, letthe Emperour giue his pledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Carers, 
And we will come, march away. 


Enter T amora, and hey two ſonnes diſquiſed. 
T amora. Thus in this ſtrange and ſad habillament, 
I will encounter with Andromens. | 


I 2, And 
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. Andfay, Iam Reuenge ſent from below, 
 Toioynewith him and right his hatnous wrongs, 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they lay he keepes, 
To ruminate {trange plots of diere Revenge, 


Tell him Reuenge1s come to 10yne with him, 


- And worke contuſion on his enemies. 


T hey kyocke and Titus opens bu fludze doore. 


Tit, Who doth moleſt my contemplation ? 
Is ityour tricke to make me _ the dore, 
That ſo my ſad decrees may flie away, 
| Andall my ſtudy beto noeffte&t. 
You are deceau'd, for what I meane to doe, 
Sec heere in bloody lines I haue ſet downe. 


- Andwhatis written ſhall be executed. 


 T amora. T uu, lam come to talke with thee. 

T ts. No not a word, how can I grace wy talke, 
Wanting a hand to gjuethat accord, 
\ Thou haſt the ods of me therefore no more. (me. 
T amoya. It thou did{t knowe me thou wouldft talke with 
 _ Tu. ]amnot mad, I know thee well enough, 

- Witnes this wretched ſtump, witnes theſe crimſon lines, 

 Witnes theſerrenches made by griefe and care, 
 Wimnesthe tyring day and heauy night, 
Witnes all ſorrow that I know thee well 
| Forour proud Empreſle, mighty T amora : 


\ - ,, Isnotthy comming for my other hand. 


'  T amora. Know thou fad man, I amnot T amora, 
 Shee is thy enemie, and I thy friend, 

F am Reuenge ſentfrom th'infernall Kingdome, 
Fo eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakefull vengeance 0n thy toes: 


Com 


0 f Titus Andronicus. 
Come downeand welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conterre withme of murder and of death, 
There's not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 
No valt obſcurity or miſty vale, 
Where b!oody murther or deteſted rape, 
Can couch for feare but I will-finde them out, 
Andin their eares tell thera my dreadfull name, 


Reucnge which makes the foule offender quake. 


T «us. Art thou Reuenge ? and art thoulent to me, 


To be a torment to mine enemies. | 
T amora. I am, therefore come downe and welcome me? 
Titus, Doe me ſome (cruice ere I come tothee, 

Loe by thy ſide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 

Now giue ſome ſurance that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles,. 

And then ile comeand be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper Paltrayes, black as Tet, 

To hale thy vengetull Waggon ſwift away, 

And finde out murder in therr guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

I will diſmount, and by the Waggon wheele, 

Trot hke a {cruile footeman all day long, 

Euen front Fpeons nifing in the Eaſt, 

Vnrill his very downfall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske, 

So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tamora. Theſeare my miniſters and come with me. 

T itus. Are them thy miniſters, what are they call'd 2 

T amora. Rape and Murder, therefore called ſo, 

Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 

Titus. Good Lord how like the Empreſle Sonnes they are, 
And you the Empreſle, but we worldly mien. 
Hauc nuſcrable mad nuſtaking eyes : : | 

| I3 Oh 


_ 


Pu 


. The mo$tlamentable Tragedie 
Oh ſiveet Reuenge, now doc I come to thee, 
Andi one armes 1nbracement will content thee, 
\Iwillumbrace thee nit by and by. 
T amora. This cloſing with him fits his Lunacie, 
What ere [ forge to feede his braine-ficke tits, 
| Doe you vphold, and maintaine in your ſpeeches, 
For now he tirmely takes me for Reuenge, 
And being credulous in this mad thought, 
He make him ſend for Lacs his fonne, = 
And whilit I ata banquet hold him fure, 
He finde ſome cunning practiſe out of hand 
' To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddic Gothes, 
Or at the leaſt make them his enemies: 
 Seehcerehe comes, and I muſt ply my theame. 
 Tiuus. LonghauclIbcen forlorne and all for thee, 
Welcome dread Furic to my woctull houle, 
' * Rapineand Murther you are welcome too, 
How likethe Empreſle and her ſonnes you are, 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you ſuch a deuill 2 
For well I wote the Empreſſe neuer wags 
Butin her company there is a Moorc. 
And would yourepreſent our Queene aright, 
It were conuecnient you had ſuch a deuill : 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doc ? 
 Tamora. What wouldſt thou haue vs doe Andronicys ? 
 Deme. Show me a murtherer 1le deale with him. 
Chiron. Show mea villaine that hath done arape, 
And /am fentto be reuengde on him. 
'T amora. Show mea thouſand that haue done thee wrong, 
And will be reucnged on them all, 
Tus. Lookeround about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
And when thou find(t a man that's like thy ſelfe, 
_ Good Murthcr {tab him, hee's a murtherer, 


Goe 


of Titus Andronicus, 


Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To finde another that is hike to thee, 

Good Kapine ſtab him, he is a rauiſher. 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 
Well maiſt thou know her by thine owne proportion, | 
For vp and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee. 

I pray thee doe on them ſome violent death, 

hey haue beene violent to meand mine. 

Tamora. V Vell hait thou leſſond vs,this ſhall we doe, 
But would it pleaſe thee good Andronicas, | 
To ſend for Lacins thy thrice valiant ſonne, 
Wholeades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe, 

When hee is heere, euen at thy ſolemnefeaſt, 

I will bring in the Empreſle and her ſonnes, 

The Empcerour himſclfe,and all chy foes, 

And at thy mercy ſhall they {toope and kneele, 

And on them ſhalt thou caſe thy angry hart: 
What ſayes Andronicus tp this deuile 2 


EF nter Marcus. 


Titns, Marcus my brother, tis fad Titzs calls, 
Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 
Thow{halt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his ſouldiers where they are. 

Tell him the Emperourand the £ mprefle too | 
Feaſt at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them, | 
This doe thou for my loue, and ſo let him, | 
As heregards his aged Fathers life, | 


Mar. This will / doc, and foone returne againe; 
'T amr, 


The mo$t lamentable Tragedie 


| Tamra. Now will Ihence about thy buſines, 


Andtake my miniſters along with me. 
Titus. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ſtay with me, 
.. Orels Ilecall mybrother backe againe, 


 Andcleauetono reuenge but Lrctze. 


| Si Bs Tam. What {ay you boyes, will You bide with him, 


Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 


- Howl hauc gouernd our determind teſt, 


Yeede to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeake himfaire, 

And tarry with him till I turne agaive. 

_ Tutns. I know them al], though they ſuppoſe me mad, 

And will ore-reach them in theyr owne deviſes, 
 Apayreof curſed hell hounds and theyr Dame. 

| Deme. Madamdepartatpleafure, leaue vs heere. 

, Tamora. Farewell Andronicns, Reuenge now goes 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

T tus. I know thou dooſt, and ſweet Reuenge farewell. 

Chiron, Tell vs old man, how ſhall we be imployd, 


Titus. Tut Thaue worke enough for you to doe. 


© P&hnscomehether (uns, and Valente, 
©  Publons. Whats yourwill. 


Titus. Know you theſe two ? 
Pub. The Empreſle ſonnes I take the, Chiron, Demetrius, 
Titus. Fie Publins fie, thou art too much deceaude, 

The one is Murder, Rapeis the others name, 

eAnd therefore bindethem gentle Pub/ins, 

. Camand Ualentme, lay hands on them, 


_"Ofthaue you heard me wiſh for ſuch an houre, 


| © "Publins, And therefore do we what we are commanded. 


 e-\ndnowl finde it, therefore binde them ſure, 
 Anditop theyr mouthes if they begin to cry. 
Chiron, Viliaines forbeare, we are the Empreſle ſonnes. 


Stop cloſe their mouthes, let them not ſpeake a word, 
| Lhe ſure bound, looke that you binde them faſt. 


Enter 


of Titus Andronicus, 
Enter Titus Andronicus with 4 knife, ana Lavinia 
with a Baſon. 5-4 


T «ts. Come, come, Lavinia, looke thy focs are bound, 
Sirs ſtop theyr mouthes, let them nct ſpeake to rhe, 
But let them heare what fearefull words I vtter. 
Oh villaines, Chiron and Demetrins, 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you haue ſtain'd with mud, - 
» This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixz, =, 
You kild her husband, and for that vild fault, 
T wo of her brothers were condemind to death, 
My hand cut off, and made a merry ieſt, 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that more deere. 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſle chaſlitie; 
Inhumaine traytors you puſs warory and forſt. 
What would you fay if I ſhould let youſpeake? 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg fr grace. 
Harke wretches how I meane to marter you, 
This one hand yet 1s left to cut your throates 
Whilſt that Lawwma tweene her {tumps doth hold, 
The Baſon that reccaues your guiltic blood. 
You kriow your Mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelfe Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to dult, 
And with your blood and it, Ile make a paſte, 
And of the paſte a coffen I will reare, | 
” And make two paſties of your ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that ſtrumpet your vnhallowed Dam, 
Like to the earth ſwallow her owne increaſe. 
T his is the feaſt that I hauebid her too, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 
For worſe than Philomel you vide my daughter, 


And worſe than Progre I will be reueng'd. | | 
K. ' And 


- 


at 
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' And now prepare your throates, Lawinia come, 


40S Receauethe blood, and when that they are dead, 


'*  Letmegoe grinde theyr bones to powder ſmall, 


And with this hateful! liquour temper it, 

. Andinthat paſltelct theyr vile heads be bakt, 

. Come, come, be euery one officius, 

To make this banket, which I with may proue 


© More lſterne and bloody than the Centaurs feaſt. 


He cuts their throates. | 

 So-now bring them in, for Ile play the Cooke, - 
And ſce them readie againſt theyr Mother comes. 

Exeunt. 


#4 Enter Lucius, IMarcus, and the Gothes. 
 Lackw. Vnckle Marcus, lince tis my Fathers minde 
That Irepaire to Rome, Iam content. 
Geth, And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will. 
Lacizs, Good Vackletake you in this barbarous CAoore, 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurſed deuill, 


 Lethim receaue noſuſtnance, fetter him, 


- 
- <a - 
_, ——_— -_ - -— R Mew. 


Y - 


Tell he be brought vnto the Empreſle face, 
For teſtemonie of her foule proceedings, 
Andlccthe Ambuſh of our fricndes be ſtrong, 
[teare the Emperour meanes no good to vs. 
 CAMorre. Some deuill whiſper curſes in mine eare, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may vtter torth, 
Thevenemous mallice of my {welling hart. 

Lacs. Away mhumane dogge,vnhallowed ſlaue, 
S1rs, helpe our vnckle to conuay him in, q 
The trumpets ſhewe the Emperour is at hand. 


Sound trumpets. Enter Emperour and E mpreſſe,vith 
T ribunes and others. N 02s” "hs 
Km. What hath the firmament moe ſunnes than one ? 
_ 7 


: 
: 


of Titus Andronicus, 


I «cus. What bootes it thee to call thy ſelfe a furne ? 

Marcus. Roimes Emperour and Nephew break the parle, 
Thele quarrels muſt be quietly debated, 
The feaſt is rezdy which the carefull T its, 


Hah ordainde to an honourable end, 
Far peace,for loue, for league and 2ood to Rome, 


Pleaſe you therefore draw nic and take your places. | 
Empe. CMarcns we will. 


TAR Ee foo. ayes » 


Sound trumpets, enter Titus hke a Cooke placing Fa meats on 
the table, and Lavinia with a vaile oner her face. | 
Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom dread Goeme 
Welcome yce warlike Gothes, welcome Lucie, 
And welcome all although the cheere bee poore, 
Twill fill your ſtomacks, pleaſe you cate ot it. 
Kimg. Why artthou thus attired Andrenicns ? 
T itxs. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
To entertaine your highnes and your Eimpreſle, ; 
Tam. We arc beholding to you good e Andronicus, 
Tues, And it your highnes knew my hart you Ware, 


CCA IG UP Ae A Ae at 


+ "oe. 


My Lord the Emperourreſoluc me this, 


Was; it weli doone of raſh Virgen: 
To ſlay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becauſe ſhee was enforſt, ſtainde, and defiowrde 2 

King. Itwas Andronmcas. 

Titus. Yourreaſon mightie Lord. 
King. Becauſe the girle ſhould not ſurume her hm, 
And by her preſence ſlill renue his ſorrowes. ; 

Titus. Areaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeQuall, ' 

A patterne, prelident, and lively warrant, 

For me molt wretched to performe the like, | 
Die, die, Lawinia, and thy ſhame with thee, ] 
And with thy ſhame thy Fathers ſorrow die. | 


King. What haſt thou done,vnnaturall and vnkinde, 
K 2. | Titus 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


Tit. Kild her for whom my tearcs have made me blind. 
T am as wotull as Virguuins was, 
And haue a thouſand times more cauſe then he, 
. To doe this outrage, and it now is done. 
Kmg. What was ſhe rauiſht, tell who did the deede. 
Titzs, Wilt we you eate, wilt pleaſe your highnes feed. 


Tam. Why haſt chou ſlaine thine onely danghter thus ? 
Titus. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrins, 
: They rauiſht her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong, 
Kg. Goe tetch them hether to vs prelently, 
Tuxs. Why there they are both, baked in that pie, 
Whereof theyr mother daintilic hath fed 
Eating the fleth that the herſelfe hath bred. 
T 115 true, tis true, witnes my knues ſharpe point. 
He #tabs il e Empreſſe. 


Fmpe. Die franticke wretch for this accurſed deede. 
L1ciu, Can the ſonnes eye behold his father bleede 2 
There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deede. 
CAarcus, You ſad facde men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By vprores ſcuerd asa flight of fowle, | 
Scatterd by windes and high tempeſtious guſts, 
Oh let meteach you how to knitagaine 
T his ſcattred corne into one mutuall ſheafle, 


Theſe broken-limbs againe into one body. 


S 


Roman [ ord. Let Romecherlelfe be bane vnto herſelfe, 
And [hee whom mightie kingdoms curhe too, 

Like a forlorne and deſperate calt away, 

Doe ſhametull execution on herſelfe. 

Burit my froſtie ſignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneſles of true experience, 

_ Cannotinduceyouto attend my words, 

.  Speake Romesdeere friend, as erſt our Anceſtor, 

_ | y hay VVhen 


of Titus Andronicus, 


When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
To loue-ficke Didoes ſad attending eare, 
The ſtory of that balefull wry >> 


When ſubtile Greekes ſurpnzd 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewitcht our eares, 


Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 

| That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 
My hart is not compa of flint nor{tcele, . 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 
And breake my vttrance euen in the time, 
When it ſhould moue you to attend me moſt, 
Lending your kind commiſeration, 

Heere is a Captaine, let him tell the tale, 


Your harts will throb and weepe to hcarc him ſpeake. 
Lacius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 


That curſed Chiron and Demerrus 


Were they that murdred our Emperours brother, © 


And they it were that rauiſhed our fiſter, 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares deſpifd, and baſely couſend, 
Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 
And ſent herenemies vnto the graue. 

Laſtly my ſelfe vakindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me and turnd weeping out, 

| Tobegrehlicfe among Komes enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares, 
And opt their armes to imbrace me as a friend, 
T am the turned forth beit knowne to you, 
That hauepreſerud her welfare in my blood, 
And from bo bolome tooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the ſteelem my aduentrous body. 
Alas you know I am no vaunter I, 


My ſcars can witnes dumb alchough they are, 
| K; | 


ng Priams Troy. 
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- Bt ſoft, me thinks I doe c eroo much; | 


or whenno friends are by, len pridfechenies. 
ps omJowy extnweo peaks, behakd the hb, 


Ol this was T amora 


rotor 
A ee he Te books * h, 
_*  Andasheistowitnesthis istrue, 
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—pI Hare doncouhraniſe how rs hen 
| behold vsnow, 
on hadiro Leben 
f. Fil Sodonthe ragged fonts beateforth ourbraines, 
| And makea mutvall cloſure of our houſe: 
_ ._ " Speake Romainesſpeake, andif youſay we ſhall, 
.-Lo —nop" 00cm" fall | 
; Came come reverene manof Roms, 
Ek ot Andbri ng our Emperour in thy hand, 
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; of Tits Andronicns. 
But gentle people giue me aymea while, 
— Fornatwep Ro heaviie taske, 
Stand all a loofe, but Vnkledraw nc 
To ſhed obſequious teares vpon this trunke, - 
Oh take this warme liſſe on palecoldlips, ® 
Theſe ſorrowfull drops vpon blood ſlaine fe, 
The laſt crue duties of thy noble ſonne. 
AMarcas. Teare for tare, andloving kilſe for kilſe, Vi 
Thy brother Mercxs tenders on thy lips, | 
Oh were the ſumme of theſe that I ſhould pay, 
Countleſle and infinite, yet would I pay them. " 
Lucixs. Come hither boy come, come and learne of 1 vi 
To meltin ſhowers, thy Grandfire lou'dthee well, | 
Sanyo his knee, 
ung thee a ſleepe, his Jouing breaſt pillow, 
Many a matter hath he told co thee, "7 
Mecte and agreeing with thine infancie, 
og na TAE 
et ſome ſinall t 
Becauſe kind SETS $4 
Friends ſhould aſſociate Friends a by and woe. 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue; 
Doe them that kindnes, and takeleaue of hem. 4 
Prer. Oh Grandfire, Grandfire, eu'n with all my hart. 
Would I were dead fo you didliue againe, 
O Lord I cannot ſpeake to him for weepin 
My teares will choake me if I ope my mouth. 
- Sonar” You fad Araronicie haue done with woes, 
Gine ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath beene breeder of theſe dire cuents. 
Lacins. Set him breaſt deepein earth and famiſh hin, 
There let him ſtandand raue and cry for foode, - 
| Tfany one releeues or pitties him, 
For the offence he dics, this is our doome. 
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Some 


The moſt lamentable Tragedie - 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth. Le IVY, 
eAron. Ah why ſhould wrath bemute and fury dumb, 
- _  Tamnobaby], thatwith baſe prayers | X 
Tſhouldrepegt the euils I haue done, 
Wo houka rocks than eueryet I did, 
Would I performe if I might haue my will, 
It one good deede inall my life I did 
TI doerepent it from my very ſoulc. 
Lacus. Some louing friends conuay the Emperour hence, 
_ And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue, 
Ii My Father and [ azinia ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſholds monument : 
As for that hainous Tiger T amora, 
No funerall right, nor man in mourning weeds, 
' No mournfull bell ſhall ring her buriall, 
But throw her forth to beaſts and birds to pray, 
Her life was beaſtly and deuoide of pitty, 
And being fo, ſhall haue like want of pity. 
See wuſtice done on Aron that damn'd Moore, 
By whom our heauie haps had their beginning - 
Than afterwards to order well the ſtate, 
That hke euents may nere it ruinate. 
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